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ADVERTISEMENT 



A U T H R. 

I THINK the following pieces in * four 
volumes to be the most excusable of all that 
I have formerly written ; and I wish less 
apology was needful for these. As there is 
no recalling what is got abroad, the pieces 
here republished I have revised andcorrect- 
edy and rendered them as pardonable, as it 
was in my power* 

♦ The first edition was in four volames, but is 
now comprised in three* 
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VERSES 



TO THE 



AUTHOR. 



NOW let the Atheist tremble •, Thou alone 
Canst bid his conscious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom shak thou not reform ? O thou hast seen, 
How God descends to judge the souls of men. 
Thou heard'st the sentence how the guilty mounii 
Driv'n out from God, and never to return. 

Yet more, behold ten thousand thunders fall. 
And sudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When nature sunk, when ev'ry bolt was hurl'd, 
Thou saw'st the boundless ruin of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain. 
And sulphur fell on the devoted plain ; 
The patriarch thus, the fiery tempest past. 
With pious horror view'd the desart waste ; 
The restless smoke still wav'd its curls around, 
Forever rising from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh ! what heav'nly pleasure tell, 
To think so greatly, and describe so well ! 
How wast thou pleas'd the wondVous theme to try, 
And find the thought of man could rise so high ? 
Beyond this world the labour to pursue, 
And open all Eternity to view ? 



y Google 



10 TO THE AUTHOR. 

Bnt thou art best delighted to rehearse 
Heav'n's holy dictates in exalted verse : 
O thou hast power the harden'd heart to warm^ 
To grieve, to raise, to terrify, to charm ; 
To fix the soul on God -, to teach the mind 
To know the dignity of human kind ; 
By stricter rules weU-govem'd life to scan, 
And practise o'er the angel in the man. 



T. Warton* 
Magd. Coll. 
Oxon, 



y Google 



TO A LADY, WITH THE LAST DAY. 

Madam, 

H£]&E, sacred truths, in lofty numbers told. 
The prospect of a future state unfold : 
The realms of night to mortal view display, 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author scorns, by vulgar ways ' 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthless praise. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring muse. 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame pursues : 
Religion's cause her ravish'd heart inspires. 
And with a thousand bright ideas fires ; 
Transports her quick, impatient, piercing eye> 
O'er the straight limits of mortality^ 
To boundless orbs, and bids her fearless soalr> 
Where only Milton gain'd renown before $ 
Where various scenes alternately excite 
Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 

Thus did the muses sing in early times. 
Ere skill'd to flatter vice, and varnish crimes : 
Their lyres were tim'd to Virtue's sons alone. 
Arid the chaste poet, and the priest, were one* 
But now, forgetful of their infant ^ate. 
They sooth the wanton pleasures of the great : 
And from the press, and the licentious stage. 
With luscious poison taint the thoughtless age j 
Deceitful charms attract our wond'ring eyes. 
And specious ruin unsuspected lies; 
Se the rich soil of India s blooming shores> 
Adora'i^ with lavish nature's choicest store*. 
Where serpents lurk, by flow'rs conceal'd from sight> 
Hides fatal danger under gay delight. 

These purer thoughts from gross alloys refin'd. 
With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind : 
Not fram'd to raise a giddy short-liv'd joy. 
Whose fjd»e allurements, while they please, destroy » 
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no A LADY, WITH THE LAST DAY. H 

But bliss resembling that of saints above. 
Sprung from the vision of th' Almighty Love : 
Firm, solid bliss, forever great and new. 
The more 'tis known, the more admir'd like you i 
Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
Endearing sweetness, unaffected wit. 
And all the glories of your sparkling race. 
While inward virtues heighten ev'ry grace. 
By these secur'd, you will with pleasure read 
Of future judgmeyity and the rising dead ; 
Of timis' grand period y heaven and earth overthrown ; 
jind gasping naturis last tremendous groan. 
These, when the stars and sun shall be no more, 
Shall beauty to your ravag'd form restore : 
Then shall you shine with an tnmiortal ray. 
Improved by death, and brightened by decay. 

T. Tristram. 
-FenA* ColL Omn. 
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To THE AUTHOR, 
On his last DAf an© UNIVERSAL PASSION. 



AND mast it be as thou hast sung, 
Celestial bard» seraphic Young ? 
Will there na trace, no point be found 
Of all this spacious giorious round ? 
Yon lamps of light> must they decay ? 
On nature's sel^ destruction prey ? 
Th^i fame, the most immmortal thing 
£T*n thou canst hope, is on the wing. > 
Shall Newton's System be admir'd. 
When time and motion are expir'd? 
Shall souls be curious to explore 
Who rul'd an orb th^t is no more ? 
Or shall they quote the pictur'd age. 
From Pope's and Thy corrective page. 
When vice and virtue lose their name 
In deathless joy, or endless shame i 
While wears away the grand machine. 
The works of genius shall be seen : 
Beyond, what laurels can their be, 
^or HoMEU, Horace, Pope, or Thee i 
Thro' life we chase, with fond pursuit. 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom* s fruit : 
And sure, thy plan was well design'd, 
To cure diis madness ef the mind % 
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14 To THE AUTHOIL 

First) beyond time onr thoughtsto nose ; 
Then lash our love of transient praise. 
In both, we own thy doarine just ; 
And fame's a breath, and men .are dust. 



1796. J, filNCKS. 
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THE 

LAST DAY- 



At f pater t fHeMa-mmhrumih nocti^ ewmsea^ 

Fulrmna molitur dixtra. Quo maxima motu 

Ttrra tremt : fugireferaf et mortMlia-cwds ' 

Btr gentes btamlm stravkpavor^^ Yiac^ 



•••••»••»#••••••••• 



WHILE' others sing the 'fortune of the Grea^ r 
Empire and Arms, and all the pomp of State; 
With Britaitis Hero* set their souls on fire, 
Knd grow immortal as his deeds inspire ; 
I draw a deeper scene x. a scene that peMs 
A louder trumpet, and 'more dreadful fields ; 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'ertkrown, 
And gasping, nature's last tremendous groan ; 
Difcath's ancient sceptre broke, the teeming tomb. 
The righteous Ttidge, and man's eternal doom. 

n?wixt joy smd pain I view the bold design. 
And ask my anxious heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great <x dreadful has been done 
Within the sight of conscious stars or sua, 
Is far beneath my daring : t look down 
On all the splendors of the Brttuh crown. 
This globe is for my verse a nairow bound \ 
Atteikl me, all the glorious worlds around ! 

* The DalLe oTMaklborovg^. 
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16 THE LAST DAT. 

O ! an ye angels, ko«rioeVr dujoin'dy 
Of every variotts order, place, and kind^, 
Hear, and assist, a feeble oKM^tal's lays^ 
*Tis your Eternal King I strive tOfMraise*. 

But chiefly Thou, great Ruler ! Lord of all I 
Before whose throne archangeb ^ostcate fall ^ 
If at thy nod, from discord, and from night. 
Sprang beauty, and yon sparkling worlds of lights 
Exalt e'en me ; all inward tumults quell ; 
The clouds and darkness of my mind dispel ; 
To my great subject Thou my breast inspire^ 
And raise my laboring soul with equal fire. 

Man, bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
In God's great offspring, beauteous nature's face : 
See spring's gay bloom ; see golden autumn's store ^ 
See how earth smiles, and hear old ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cumb'rous mail. 
It makes a tide, and wind-botmd navies sail. 
Here, forests rise, the mountain's awful pride ; 
Here, rivers measure climes, and worlds divide ; 
There, vallies fraught with goWs resplendent seeds^ 
Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes, in their beds : 
There, to the skies, aspiring hills ascend, 
And into distant lands their shades extend. 
View cities, armies, fleets ; of fleets the pride,. 
See Eur dpi s law, in Albion^ s channel ride. 
View the whole earth's vast landscape unconfin'd. 
Or view in Britain all her glories join'd. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raise ; 
'Twill raise thy wonder, but transcend thy prsusc^ 
How far from east to west ? The lab'ring eye 
-Can scarce the distant azure bounds descry: 
Wide theatre ! where tempest play at large. 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath discharge.. 
Mark how those radiant lamps inflames the pole. 
Call forth the seasons and the year controul : 
They shine thro' time, with an unalter'd ray : 
See This grand period rise^ and That decay : 
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THELASTDAT. 17 

Sd vasif t!us world's a graia v yet myriads grace» 
With golden pomp^ tbe throng'd ethereal space ; 
So bright, with such a wealth of glory storM, 
Twere sin in heathens not to have ador'd. 

How great, how firm, how sacred, all appears ! 
H6w worthy an immortal roiusd of years I 
Yet all must drop, as atitumn^s sickliest grain, 
And earth and firmament be sought in tain : 
The tract forgot where consteliations shone. 
Or where the Stuarts flU'd an awful throne : : 
Time shall be ^ain, all nature be destroy'd. 
Nor leave aa atom in the might yxwnd. 

Sooner, or later, in some future date, 
(A dreadful secret in the b<>ok of fate \) 
This hour, for aught all human wisdom knows> . 
Or when ten thousand harvests more have rose ; , 
When scenes are chang'd on this revolving earthy. 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth v 
While otiier Bmrboni rule in pther lands. 
And (if mun's sin forbids not) other Ann's \ 
While the still busy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thousand years before, , 
Thoughtless as those who now life's ma^es run, 
(K* earth dissolved, or an extinguish'd sun \ 

?re sublunary worlds, awake, awake !- 
e rulers of the nation^ hear, and shake !) 
Thick clouds of darkness shall arise on day y, 
fia suddennight all earth's dominions lay ; 
linpetttous wmds the scattered forests rend ; 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend ; > 
The valleys yawn, the trot^led ocean roar. 
And break the bondage of his^ wonted shore ; : 
A sanguine stain the silver moon o'erspread % . 
Darkness the circle of the sun invade ; 
From inmost ^beaVn incessant thunders roll. 
And thestrong echo bound firdm^pole to- pole* 

When, lo, a mighty trump, one half conceaPd I 
fii cloodsy one half to mortal eye reveal'd, , 
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18 THE LAST DAT. 

Shall pour a dreadful note ; the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball ; 
Th' extended circuit of creation shake. 
The living die with fear, the dead awake* 

Oil powerful blast ! to which no equal sound 
Did e'er the frighted ear of nature wound, 
Tho' rival clarions have been strain'd.on high, 
And kindled wars immortal thro' the sky, 
Tho' God's whole enginery discharg'd, and all 
The rebel Angels bellow'd in their fall 

Have angels sinn'd i and shall not man beware ? 
How shall a son of earth decline the snare i 
Not folded arms, and slackness of the mind. 
Can promise for the safety of mankind : 
None are supinely good : thro' care and pain. 
And various arts, the steep ascent we g^« 
This is the scene of combat, not of rest, 
Man's is laborious happiness at best ; 
On this side death his dangers never cease, 
His joys are joys of conquest, not of peace. 

If then, obsequious to the will of fate. 
And bending to the terms of human state. 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms. 
When beauty smiles, or grandeur spreads her charms^ 
The conscious soul would this great scene di^lay, 
Call down th' immortal hosts in dread array, 
The trumpet sound, the Christian banner spread. 
And raise from silent graves the trembhng dead j 
Such deep impression would the picture make. 
No pow'r on earth her firm resolve could shake ; 
Engag'd with angels she would greatly st^id. 
And look regardless down on sea and land $ ^ 
Not proffer'd worlds her ardour could restrain. 
And death might shake his tbreat'ning lance in vain 1 
Her certain conquest would endear the sight> 
And danger serve but to exalt delight. 

Instructed thus to shun the fatal spring, 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I sing ; 
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THE LAST DAY. If 

' \ \ 

More boldly .w« our iabours^ may pursue. 
And all the dreadful image set to view. 
The sparkling eye, the steek and painted breast^ 
Trie burnish'd scale,, cue! d train,, and rising crest, 
AH tha^ is.lovely in the noxious snake. 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the breake : 
The sting -once drawn, his guiltless beauties rise 
In:pleasing lustre, and detain our eyes ; 
We view with joy, what once did horror move. 
And strong aversion softens into love* 

Say then, my muse, whom dismal scenes delight^ 
frequent ac tombs, and in the realms of night v^ 
Say, melai)chQly maid, if bold to dare 
The last extremjes of terror and despair ; 
Oil say, what. change on earth, what heart in n»n,. 
This blackest moment since the world began. 

A^i mournful turn J the blrssful earth, who late- 
At leisure on her axle roll'd in state j 
While thousand golden planets knew no rest^ 
Still onward in their circling journey prest ; 
A greatful change of seasons some to bring, 
And sweet vicissitude of &11 and spring : 
Some throV vast oceans to conduct the keel. 
And some those watry worlds to sink, or sweU i- 
Around h^r some their splendors to display, . 
And gild her. globe with tributary day : . 
This world so. great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav'a's darling child,;and favVite of her God, 
Nqw looks an exile from her Father's care, 
Delivered o'er to.darkness and despair. 
No sun in radiant glory shines on high ; 
No light, but from the terrors of; the sky : 
Fall'n are her iQoiHktains, her fanv'd rivers lost. 
And all into a second chaoft tost : 
One universal: ruin $preads abroad ; 
Nothing is safe beneath the throne of God; 

Such) earth, thy fate : what then canst thoaaflbrd 
To comfort and support thy guilty lordi 
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f0 THE LAST DAT; 

Man, haughty lord of all beneath thetooo»i 
How must he bend his soul's amhitioa^dbwn i 
Prostrate, .the reptile own, and disa¥Ow 
His bo^ed stature, and as8un\mg brow i 
Claim kindred with ;the clay, and curse Imforoif^ 
That speaks distinction from lib sister wBorm i. 
What dreadful pangs the tremtiling. he^rt invade } 
Lord, why dost thou forsake, jwhom thou hast made f " 
Who can^ustain thy anger ?: who can stai^ 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand i. 
It fli(»s the reach of thought \ oh save me, Bbw'r 
Of pow'rs supreme, in.that tremendous hour I 
2iou who beneatlLthe firown of fate hast stood. 
And in thy dreadful agony^ sweat blood ; 
TioUf wiu^for me^ thro every throbbing vein. 
Hast felt die keenest edge of mortal ^va ; . 
Whom<lesU;h led captive through the realms below>; 
And taught thosehorrid mysteries of woe ; 
Defend me, Omj God \ Ok save me, Bow'r 
Of powers supreme, in that tremendous hour 1 

From east to west they fly, from pole to line, . 
Iinploring shelter from the wrath divine y 
Beg flames to wrap, or whekning seas4o sweep^\ 
Or rocksto yawn, compassionately, deep : 
Seas cast the monster forth to meet his doom, , 
And rocks but prison up.for wratb to co^^* 

So fares-a traitor to an earthly crown ; 
While death sits threat',ning ia his prince's firowny. 
His heart's-dismay d ; and now his fears co mman d^^ 
To change his native for a distant land : 
Swift orders fly, the king's severe decree 
Stands in the channel', and locks up the sea $ 
The port he seeks,..obedient to^'h^r l(Mrd, 
Hurls back therebel to his lifted sword. 

But why thiis idle toil to paint /^d/ day' h 
This time elaborately thrown away ? • 
Wordii^all in vaiii pant after the distress^ 
The height of eloquenee^W-ould make it 14» y . 
""^ay'tis ! how the n^^c'f inantreiTiMes ! — 
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THE LAST DAT. 21 

And is there a Last Day^ T and most there come 
A sure, a fi^'d, inexorable doom ? 
Ambition swell, and, thy proud sails to show. 
Take all the winds that vanity can blow ^ 
Wealth on a golden mountain blazing stand. 
And reach an India forth in either hand ; 
Spread all thy purple clusters, tempting vine^ 
And thou, more dreaded foe» bright beauty^ st^ine \ 
Shine all ; in all your charms together rise ; 
That all, in all your charms, I may despise, 
While I mount upward on a strcmg desire, 
Borne, like Elijah^ in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite involved ! 
To smile at death I to long to be dissolved t 
From our decays a pleasure to receive ! 
And kindle into transport at a grave 1 
What equals this ? And shall the victor now 
Boast the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion ! Oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright \ 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomless delight ! 
Thou, Thou art all •, nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught, but God and my own souL 

Forever then, my soul, thy God adore. 
Nor let the brute creation praise him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame. 
And flush my conscious. cheek with spreading shame ? 
They all for him pursue, or quit, their end ; 
The mountain flames their burning pow r suspend 5 
In solid heaps th' unfrozen billows stand, 
To rest and silence aw'd by his command : 
Nay, the dire monsters that infest the flood. 
By nature dreadful, and athirst for blood. 
His will can calm, their savage tempers bind. 
And turn to mild proteftors of mankind. 
Did hot the prophet this great truth maintain 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main % 
When darkness round htm all her horrors spread. 
And the loud ocean beQow'd aev his head I 
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When* now the thunder rcwh the Itj^'niog ffibs». 
And all the warring winds tumultuous rise ^ 
When now the foaming surges, tost on high* 
Disclose the sands beneath^ and touch the sky ^ 
When death draws near, the mariners aghastf 
Look back with terror on their actions past '^ 
Theur courage sickens into deep dismay » 
Their hearts, through fear and anguish, melt away $; 
Nor tears, nor {Mray'rs, the tempest can aj^ases 
Now they devote their treasure to the seas ;v 
Unload their shattered barque, tho' richly fraught^ 
And think, the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold i, but oh, the storm so high H 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 
The trembling prophet then,^ themselves to savo. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave 'r 
Down he descends, and, booming o'er his head* 
The billows clos«; he's- number d with the dead,. 
(Hear, O ye just ! attend,.ye virtuous few ! 
And the bright paths of piety pursue) 
Lo ! the great Ruler of the world, from high. 
Looks smiling down with a propuious eye. 
Covers his servant with his gracious band^ 
And bids tempestuous nature silent stand ; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place. 
Or kindly fold him in a soft embrace t 
He bridles in the monsters of the deep : 
The bridled monsters awful distance keep : 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey y. 
And guiltless gaze, and round the stranger play* 

But still arise new wonders ; nature* s Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word. 
And calls the great leviathan :. the great. 
Leviathan attends in all his state ;. 
Exults for joyi andf with; a mighty bound* 
Makes the sea shake, and heaven and eartii £eso«o4 y 
Blackens the waters with the rising ssmd^ 
And drives vast biUowB. to the dis&mt IwdU- 
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THE LAST DAT. t% 

As yawns an earthquake, when imprison^ aiir 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare. 
The whale expands his jaws enormous size ; 
The prophet views the cavern with surprize ; 
Measures his monstrous teeth, afar descry'd. 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes iirom side to side : 
Then takes possession of the spacious seat. 
And sails secure within the dark retreats 

Now is he pleased the northern blast to hear. 
And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear ; 
Or falls immers'd into the depths below. 
Where the dead silent waters never flow ; 
To the foundations of the hills conveyed. 
Dwells in the shelving mountain's dreadfol shade : 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath. 
And glides serenely thro* the paths of death. 

Two wond'rous days and nights thro' coral groves. 
Thro* labyrinths rf rocks and sands, he roves : 
When the third morning widi its level rays 
The mountains ^Ids, and on the billows plays, 
It sees the king of waters rise and pour 
His sacred guest uninjur'd on the shore : 
A type of that great blessing, which the mvse 
In her next labour ardently pursues. 
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THE 

LAST DAY, 

BOOK II. 



Phoctl. 



1. e. 



■■ We hope that the departed mil rise ogam from the 
dust : afier which, Itke the Gods, they iviil be immar^ 
tat. 



•%••••«•••••«• 



MOW Man aWakes» and from hb silent bed) 
Where he has slept for ages, lifts his head j 
Shaken off the slumber of ten thousand years. 
And on the borders of new worlds appears* 
Whatever the bold, the rash, adventure cost, 
In wide Eternity I dare be lost. 
The muse is wont in narrow bounds to sing. 
To teach the swain, or celebrate the king, 
\ grasp the whole, no more to parts confin'd, 
I hft my voice and sing to human hnd i 
I sing to men and angels ; angels join. 
While such the theme, their sacred songs with iminew 

Again the trumpet's intennitted sound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation rowndf 
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An universal concourse ta prepare 
'Of all that ever breath'd the vital air : 
In some wide field, which active whirlwinds sweep, 
Drive cities, forests, mountains, to the deep, 
To smooth and lengthen out th' unbounded space, 
And spread an aera for all human race* 

Now monuments prove faithful to their trust, 
And render back their long committed dust. 
Now chamels rattle ; scatter'd limbs, and all 
The various bones, obsequious to the call, 
^elf-mov'd, advance 5 the neck perhaps to meet 
The distant head ; the distant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, see through the dusky sky 
Fragments of bodies in confusion fly, 
To distant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deserted members, and complete the frame. 

When the world bow'd to Rome^s almighty sWord, 
IRome bow'd to Pompey, and confessed her lord. 
Yet one day lost, this deity below 
Became the scorn and pity of his foe. 
His blood a traitor's sacrifice was made. 
And smok'd indignant on a ruffian's blade. 
I^Jo trumpet's sound, no gasping army's yell, 
Bade, with due horror, his great soul farewel. 
Obscure his fall ! all welt'ring in his gore, 
His trunk was cast to perish on the shore ! 
While JvLius frown'd the bloody monster dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This sever'd head and trunk shall join once more, 
Tho' realms now rise between, and oceans roar. 
The trumpet's sound each fragrant mote shall hear, 
Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air. 
Obey the signal wafted in the wind. 
And not one sleeping atom lag behind. 

So swarming bees, that on a summer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 
Chann'd with the brazen sound, their wand'fings etid. 
And, gently circling, on a bow descend. 
S 
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The body thus renewed, the conscioos soul. 
Which has perhaps been fluttering near the pole. 
Or midst the burning planets wond'ting stra/d. 
Or hover*d o*er where her pale corpse was laid ^ 
Or rather coasted on her final state. 
And feared or wishM for, her appointed fate : 
This soul, returning with a constant flame, 
Now weds forever her immortal frame. 
Life, w!\ich ran down before, so high is wound. 
The springs maintain an everlasting round. 

Thus a frail model of the work designed 
First takes a copy of the builder^s mind, 
Before the structure firm with lasting oak. 
An J marble bowels of the solid rock. 
Turns tne strong arch, and bids the columns rise. 
And bear the lofty palace to the skies ; 
The wrongs of time enabled to surpass. 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of brass. 

That ancient, sacred, and illuftrious *dome. 
Where soon <or late fair AlbMs heroes come. 
From camps, and courts, tho' great, or wise, or just. 
To feed the worm, and moulder into dust ; 
Thdt solemn mansion of the royal dead, 
Where passing slaves o'er sleeping monarchs tread. 
Now populous overflows : a numerous race 
Of rising kings fill all th' extended space : 
A life well spent, not the victorious sword. 
Awards the crowuj and stiles the greater lord. 

Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth. 
Labours with man to this his second birth \ 
But where gay palaces in pomp arise, 
And gilded theatres invade the skies. 
Nations shall wake, whose unrespected bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious sons. 
The most magnificent and costly dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

• WcBUninsler Abbc^ . 
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No spot on earth but has suppl/d a grave. 
And human skulls the spacious ocean pare. 
All's full of man ; and at this dreadful turn, 
The swarm shall issue, and the hive shall burn. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner, rise : 
Some lift with pain their slow unwilling eyes : 
Shrink backward h'omthe terror of the light, 
And bless the grave, and call for lasting n.ght. 
Others, whose long-attempted virtue stood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the rushing flood. 
Whose firm resolve, noi* beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their posture frown ; 
Such, in this day. of horrors, shall be seen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien ; 
The planets drop, their thoughts afe fixt above ; 
The centre shakes, their hearts disdain to move : 
A-n earth dissolving, and a heav'n thrown wide,. 
A yawning, guiplii and fiends on ev-'rjc sidej» 
Serene thy view, impatient of delay, 
Arwl bless the dawn of everlasting day; n 

Hereygrentftejs prostrate falls; there ^sirengfi givespkct} 
Here, lazars smile ; there, heau/y hides her face. 
Christians^ znd JenvSi and TurliSy and Pagans standi 
A blended throng, one undistinguished band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd,. 
With zeal for their distinct persuasions fir*d, 
In mutual friendship their long slumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 

But none are flush'd with brighter joy, or, warm 
Withjuster confidence, enjoy the storm. 
Than those, whose pious bounties, unconfin'd. 
Have made them public fathers* of mankind. 
In that illustrious rank, what shining light 
With such dtstinguish'd glory fills my sight ? 
Bend down, my grateful muse, that homage show, 
Which to such worthies thou art proud to owe. 
WiCKHAM ! Fox ! Chichley I hail, illustrious ""^names, 

• Founders of JfeithCoUeffe, Corpus ChritH, ftnd ,Xll SouU, in Ox- 
J^d I of all which the Author was % member. 
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Who to far distant times dispense your beams ; 
Beneath your shades, and near your chrystal springs^ 
I first presumed to touch the trembling strings. 
All hail, thrice honored I *Twas your great renown 
To bless a people, and oblige a crown. 
And now you rise, eternally to shine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine^ 

Indulgent God ! Oh how shall mortal raise 
His soul to due returns of grateful praise. 
For bounty so profuse to human kind. 
Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal mind I 
Shall I, who, some few years ago, was less 
Than worm, or mite, or shadow can express. 
Was Nothing j shall I live, when ev*ry fire 
And ev'ry star shall languish and expire ? 
When earth's no more, shall I survive above, 
An J thro' the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I stand. 
See new worlds rolling from His spacious hand. 
Where our adventures shall perhaps be taught. 
As we now tell how Michael sung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert joiH, 
And celebrate the depths of Love divine ! 

But oh ! before this blissful state, before 
Th' aspiring soul this wond'rous height can scar, 
The Judge, descending, thunders from afar. 
And all mankind is summoned to the Ear. 
This mighty scene I next presume to draw : 
Attend, great Anna, with religious awe. 
Expect not here the known successful arts 
To win attention, and command our hearts : 
Fiction, be far away ; let no machine 
Descending here, no fabled God, be seen ; 
Behold the God of Gods indeed descend. 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend \ 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whose ample space 
Must entertain the whole of human race. 
At heav'n's all-powerful edict is prepared. 
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Ahd f^^nc'd ittnmd wkh an immortal goard* 
Tribes, province^, dominiooS) worlds, o-erflbw 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below : 
And ev'jry age, and nation, poors along ; . 
NiMROD and Bourbon mingle in the throng^ : 
Adam salutes his yx>ungest son ; no fign. 
Of all those ages, which their births disjoin. 

How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ! 
What volumes have been swelled, what time been spent, 
To fix a heroe's birth day, or descent ! 
What joy must it now yield, what rapture raise. 
To see the glorious race of ancrent days ! 
To greet those worthies, who perhaps have stood i 
Illustrious on record before the flood ! 
Alas ! a nearer care your soul demands, 
CESAR.un-noted in your presence stands. 

How vast the concourse ! not in number more- 
The waves that break on the resounding shore. 
The leaves that tremble in the shady grove. 
The lamps that gild the spangled vaults above : 
Those overwhelming armies, whose command 
Said to one empire, FalJ ; another Stand : 
Whose rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 
Rous'd the broad front, and calFd the battle on : 
Great Xerxes' world in arms, proud Carinas field. 
Where Carthage Xzu^t y'lcxonoxxs Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree. 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim^ fam'd Ramillia's host. 
They All are here, and here they All are lost : 
Their millions swell to be discern'd in vain^ 
Lost as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
R/r judgment, judgment J sons of men ^ prepare I 
Earth shakes anew ; I hear her groans profound ; 
And hell through all her trembling realms resound. 

Whoe'er thou artj thou greatest pow'r of earth, , 
3* 
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Blest with most equal planets at thy birth ; 
Whose valour drew the most successful sword. 
Most realms united in one common lord ; 
^Who, on the day of triumph, saidst, Be thine 
The skies, Jehoviah, all this world is mine : 
Dare not to lift thine eye — Alas ! my muse. 
How art thou lost ! what numbers canst thou chuse ? 

A sudden blush inflames the waving sky, 
And now the crimson ciutains open fly ; 
Lo ! far within, and far above all height^ 
Where heav'n's great Sovereign reigns in worlds of light. 
Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works survey, 
Creates, supports, confounds ! Where timej and phce. 
Matter^ znd/brmy znd fortune^ Itfo, and grace. 
Wait humbly at the footstool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful nod j 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air*suspended ball 
(Speck of creation :) if he pour one breath. 
The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 

Thence issuing I behold (but mortal sight 
Sustains not such a rushing sea of light !) 
1 see on an empyreal flying throne 
Sublimely rais'd, HeavVs everlasting Son ; 
Crown'd with that majesty, which form'd the world. 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd; 
Virtue, dominion^ praise^ omnipotence. 
Support the train of their triumphant prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright* 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night shades the solemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where e'er serene, he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expect, or find, a paradise : 
But if resentment reddens their nwld beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
Oa one hand, knowledge shines in pureft light %^ 
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On one, the sword of justice fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in sport, present the reed ; 
Now tell the scourg-d impostor he shall bleed ! 

Thus glorioas thro' the courts of heaven, the source 
Of life and death eternal bends his course \ 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play ; 
Th* angelic host is rang'd in bright array : 
Some touch the ^ring, some strike the sounding shell. 
And mingling voices in rich concert swell ; 
Voices serapluc ; blest with such a strain, . 
Could Satan hear, he were a god againw 

Triumphant Ring of Glory ! Soul of Bliss ! 
What a stupendous turn of fate is this ! 

! whither art thou rais'd above the scorn 
And indigence of him in Bethiem horn ; 

A needless, helpless, unaccounted, guest, 

And but a second to the foddered beast ! 

How chang'd from bimy who meekly prostrate laid,' 

Voucbsaf d to wash the feet himself had made ! 

From him who .was betrayM, forsook, deny'd. 

Wept, languish'd,pray'd, Wed, thirsted, groan'd^and dy*d j 

Hung pierc'd and bare, insulted by the foe. 

All heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern'd below ! 

And was*t enough to bid the Sun retire ? 
Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 

1 see, I hear, I feel, the pangs divihe ; 
The world is vanish'd^ — I- am wholly thine. 

Mistaken Caiafhas ! Ah ! which blasphem'd ; 
Thou, or thy Prisoner ? which shall be condemned ? ' 
Well might'st thou rend thy garments, well exclaim*; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 
But God is good \ *Ti's wondVous all ! Ev'n He 
Thou gav'st to death, sliame, torture, dy'd for Thee* 

Now the descending trtumph-^tops its- flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condciis'd, two columns raise 
Distinct with orient veins, smd .golden, blaze. . 
One fix'd on earth, and one in sea, and round 
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Its ample foot the swelling billows sound. 

These an immeasurable arch support,. 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure, from the purest sky. 

Stream from the chrystal arch, and round the columns Bj* 

Death, wrapt in chains, low at the basis lies. 

And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthroned th' eternal Judge is placed,. 
With all the grandeur of- his Godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet. 
And the sun burns beneath his awful feet. 

Now an archangel eminently bright. 
From offliis silver staff of wond'rous height. 
Unfurls the Christian flag, which waving flies, 
And shuts and opens more than half the skies : 
The Cross so strong a red, it sheds a stain, 
Wheree'er it floats, on earth, and air, and main } , 
Flushes the hill, and sets on fire the wcod. 
And turns the deep dy'd ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable Glort ! dreadful bright ! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty sight. 
Ah turn, unwary muse, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell.. 
Say not, (to make the Sun shrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wish it all a dream ; 
Wish, or their souls may. with their limbs decay, , 
Or God be spoiled of his eternal sway. 
But rather, if thou know'st the means, un fold 
How they with transport might the scene behold.. 

Ah how ! but by Repentance, by a inind 
Quick, and serve its own offence to &id i 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceasing care. 
And all the pious violence of Pray'i* ? 
Thus then, with fervency^till now unknown, 
I cast my heart before th' eternal throne. 
In this great tem^^e, which the skies surroufidy . 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 
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" O Thou ! whose bahmde does the mountains weigh, 

« Whose will the wild tumultuous seas obey, 

<* Whose breath ca» turn those wat'ry worlds to flamie,. 

" That flame to tempest, and that tempest tame ^ 

^ Earth's meanest son, all trembling, prostrate falls, 

« And on the boundless of thy goodness calls. 

" Oh ! give the vrinds all past offence to sweep, 
"To scatter wide, or bury in the deep.: 
" Thy pow'r, my weakness, may I ever see, 
« And wholly dedicate my soul to Thee : 
" Reign o'er my will ; my passions ebb and flow 
« At thy command, nor human motive know !; 
" If anger boil, let anger be my praise,. 
« And sin the graceful indignation raise. 
*< My love be warm to succour the distressed, 
'* And lift the burden from, the soul oppressed. 
" Oh may my understanding ever read 
" This glorious volume, which Thy wisdom made f 
*« Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride ?! 
*« Who calls forth Summer, like a sparkling bride ? 
** Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown ? 
•< And bids old Winter lay her honours down ? 
*« Not tlie Great Ottoman, or Greater Czar, 
** Not Europe s arbitress of peace and wai*. 
•^ May sea and land, and earth and heav'n be join'd, 
" To bring th' eternal Author to my mind ! 
" When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
« May thoughts of Thy dread vengeance shake my soul \ 
" When earth's iii bloom, or planets proudly shine, 
" Adore, my heart, the Majesty Divine! 

« Thro* ev'ry scene of life, or peace, or war> 
" Plenty, or want. Thy glory be my care ! 
" Shine we iq arms ? or sing beneath our vine ? 
*< Thine is the vintage, and the conquest Thine : 
" Thy pleasure points the shaft, and bends the bow; 
" The cluster blasts^ or bids it brightly glow : 
" Tis thou that lead'st our powr'ful armies forth, 
« And giv'st Great Anne Thy sceptre o'er the norths 
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<« Grant I may ever, at the Mormmg-'Rayy 
^ « Open with Pray r the consecrated day j 
" Tune Thy great praise, and bid my soul arise, 
^ And with the mounting sun ascend the skies r. 
« As that advances, let my zeal. improve, 
« And glow with ardour of consummate love ^ 
« Nor cease at eve, but with the letting Suit 
<* My endless worship shall be still begun. 

•< And, oh ! permit the gloom of solem#tiight 
<< To sacred thought may forcibly invite* 
«* When this world's shut, and awful planets rise,, 
« Call on our minds, and raise them to the skies 5; 
<< Compose our souls with a less dazzling sight, 
« And shew all nature in a milder light ; 
«« How ev ry hoist rous thought in calms subsides ! 
« How the smoothed spirit into goodness glides ! 
«* O how divine \ to tread the mHky way, 
«< To the briglit palace of the Lord of day ;, 
«< His court admire, or for his favour sue, 
<< Or leagues of friendship with his saints renew ; 
" Pleas'd to look down, and see the World asleep, 
<« While I long vigils to its Founder keep ! 

« Can'st Thou not shake thecentre ? Oh ! controul^ 
« Subdue by force, the rebel in my soul :^ 
"Thou, who canst still the raging of the flood> 
" Restrain the various tumults of my blood v 
<< Teach me, with equal firmness, to sustain 
" Alluring pleasure, and assaulting- pain. 
<* O may I pant for Thee in each desire 4 
" And with strong faith foment the holy fire ! 
^ Stretch out my soul in hope, and grasp the prize, 
" Which in Eternity s deep bosom lies ! 
" At the Great Day of recompence behold, 
" Devoid of fear, iht fatal Book unfold ! 
<« Then wafted upward to the blissful seat, 
«< From age to age, my grateful song repeat ; 
«« My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour see, 
« And rival angels in the praise of Thee." 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE 

LAST DAY- 

BOOK III. 



Esse quoque tnfatts rtmmtseitur^ ^o^^ tempuSy 

Quo marey quo uLus^ correptaque tegui cali 

Ardeat i ts* muttdi moles operosa taboreU OviD. MeT« 



*••••«««••< 



THE book unfolding ; th« resplendent seat 
Of saints and angclh \ the tremendous fate 
Of guilty souis \ ihe gloom^ realms ot woe ; 
And all the horrors ot the world below ; 
I next presume to sing : What yet remains 
Demands my last, but most exalted ilrains. 
And Irt the Muse or now affect the sky^ 
Or in inglorious shades forever lie. 
She kindles, she's inflamed so near the goal ; 
Siie mounts, she gains upon the starry pole \ 
The world grows less as she pursues her flight. 
And the sun darkens to her distant sight. 
Heav'n op'ning, all its sacred pomp displays. 
And overwhelms her with the rushing blaze f 
The triumph rings ! archangels shout around ! 
And echoing nature lengthen? out the sound i 

Ten thousand trumpets nono at once advance ; 
'Sow deepest silence hilk the vast expan.>e : 
So deep the silence, and 9o strong the blast. 
As nature dy'd, when she had groan'd her last. 



y Google 



36 THE LAST DAY. 

•Nor man, nor angel, moves ; the Judge on high 

Ix>oks round, and with his glory fills the sky : 

Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 

Which high to view supporting seraphs raise ; 

In solemn form the rituals are prepared. 

The seal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

And thou, my soul, (oh fall to sudden pray'r. 

And let the thought sink deep i) shalt thou be there i 

See on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand ;) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obscene. 
What more than death in ev'ry fece ahd mien ! 
With what distress, and glarings of affright, , 

They shock the hesat, and turn away the sight i 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll. 
And tell the horrid secrets t)f the soul. 
Each gesture mourns, each look b black with care, 
And ev'ry groan is loaden with despair. 
Reader, ^guilty, spare the muse, and find 
A truer image pictur'd in thy mind. 

Should'st thou behold thy brother, father, wife. 
And all the soft companions of thy life. 

Whose blended intVests leveM'd at one aim. 
Whose mix'd desires sent up one common flame. 

Divided far ; thy wretched Self alone 

Cast on the left, of all whom thou hast known ; 

How would it wound ! What millions wouldst thou give • 

For One more trial. One more day to live ! 

flung back in time an hour, a moment's space. 

To grasp with eagerness the means of Grace $ 

Contend for mercy with a pious rage. 

And in that moment to redeem an age ? 

Drive back the tide, suspend the storm in air. 

Arrest the Sun ! — but still of this despair. 
Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace ! 

Their Maker's image fresh in ev'ry face ! 

What purple bloom my ravish'd soul admires. 

And their eyes sparkling with immcNrtal fires \ 
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Triumphant beauty ! charms that rise above 

This world, and in blest angels kindle love ! 

To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn, 

And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn ; 

Its flash sustain, against its terror rise, 

And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 

Are these the forms that moulder'd in the dust P 

Oh the transcendent glory of the just ! 

Yet still some thin remains of fear and doubt, 

Th* infected brightness of their joy pollute. 

Thus the chaste bridegroom, when the priest draws nigh, 
Beholds his blessing with a trembli ng eye. 
Feels doubtful passion throb in ev'ry vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled Joy and pain, 
Lest still some intervening chance should rise, 
Leap forth at once, and snatch the golden prize j 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it so late. 
And stab him in the crisis of his fate. 

Since Adam's family, from first to last, 
Now into one distinct survey is cast ; 
Look round, vain-glorious muse, and you whoe'er 
Devote yourself to fame, and think her fair ; 
Look round, and seek the lights of human race. 
Whose shining acts timers brightest annals grace ; 
Who founded sects ; crowns conquerM, or resign'J ; 
Gave names to nations ; or fam'd empires join'd ; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low ; 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vast fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madness of the roaring main : 
All lost ? all undistinguish'd ? no where found ? 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace sound ? 

That houty on which th* Almighty JJing on high 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye. 
Whether his f-ight hand favour'd, or annoy'd, 
Continued, alter'd, threatened, or destroyed ; 
Southern or eastern sceptre downward hurl'd. 
Gave north or west dominion o'er the world ; 

Vol- I. 4. 
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The point of time, for which the world was built) 
For which the blood of God was spilt. 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 

j^Iofif the seats of bli^ their pomp di^^ay 
Brighter than brightness, this distinguish'd day ; 
Less glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of night returned with trophies won : 
Thro' heav'n's high gates, when he triumphant rode. 
And shouting angels hail'd the Victor God. 
Horrors, beneath^ darkness in darkness, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell % 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide« 
O'er boiling with a mad itulphureous tide. 
Expands its jaws, most dreadful to survey. 
And roars outrageous for the destin'd prey. 
The sons of light scarce unappall d look down. 
And nearer press heavVs everlasting throne. 

Such is the scene ; and one short moment's Fpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares ! — J tremb'.e as I write ; 
The whole creation swims before my §ight ^ 
I see, I see, the Judge's frowning brow ; 
Say not, 'tis distant ; I behold it now ; 
I faint, my.tardy blood forgets to flow. 
My soul recoils at the stupendous woe j 
That woe, those pangs, which from the guilty breast. 
In these, or words like these, shall be exprest. 

<< Who burst the barriers of my peaceful grave ? 
.«< Ah ! cruel. death, that would no longer save, 
«« But grug'd me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
<« And cast me out into the wrath of God ; 
« Where shrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
^* And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
-«< Our only song ; black fire's malignant light, 
«« The sole refreshment (rfthe blasted sight. 
<« Must all those pow'ss, beav'n gave me to supply 
«< My soul with pleasure,. and bring in my joy, 
^* Rise up in.arms against me, join the foe, 
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<* Sensej reason^ memory ^ increase mjf woe f 

«^ And shall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 

** Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell ?^ 

" Oh ! must I look with terror on my gain, 

•* And with existence only measure pain ? 

« What ! no reprieve, no least indulgence giv*n, 

<• No beam of hope, from any point of heav*n ! 

*< Ah Mercy ! Mercy f art thou dead above ? 

«« Is Love extinguTsh'd in the Source of Love ? 

<< Bold that I am, did heav'n stoop down to hell ? 
<« Th* expiring Lord of life my ransom seal ? 
«< Have I not been industrious to provoke ? 
« From his embraces obstinately broke ? 
^ Pursu'd, and panted for his mortal hate^^ 
" Eam'd my destruction, labour'd out my fate ? 
<< And dare I on extinguished Love exclaim ? 
<« Take» take full vengeance, rouze the slack'ning flame •, ; 
•< Just is my lot— ^but oh ! must it transcend 
•< The reach of time, despair a distant end ? 
« With dreadful growth shoot forward, and arise, 
« Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies ? 

<« NEVER ! where falh the soul at that <lf ead sound ? 
« Down an abyss how dark, and how profound ? 
w Down, down, (I still am falling, horrid pain !) 
« Ten thousand thousand fathoms still remain ; 
« My plunge but still begun — And this for sin ? 
" Could I offend, if I had never been, 
<< But still increased the senseless happy mass, 
w Flowed in the stream, or shiver'd in the grass ? 

«« Father of mercies ! why from silent earth 
«< Did'st thou awake, and curse me into birth ? 
*« Teai^ me from quiet, ravish me from night, 
<< And make a thankless present of thy light ? 
<* Push into being a reverse of Thee, 
<« And animate a clod with misery ? 

« The beasts are happy, they come forth, and keep 
«< Short watch on earth, and then lie down to sleep.^ 
^ Pain is for man y and on ! how vast a pain 
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<< For crimes, whi(;h made tbe Godhead bleed }n Tain ! 

<« Amiuird his groans, as fyr as in them hj^ 

** And flung his agonies, and death, away 1 

" As our dire punishinent forever strong, 

«< Our constitution too forever young, 

" Curs'd with returns of vigoiur, still the s^me 

" Powerful to bear, and satisfy the flame : 

" Still to be caught, ajad still to be pursu'd I 

*« To perish still, and still to be r^new'd I 

*< And this, My help I My God ! ^t thy decree ? 
" Nature is chang'd, and ^^// should succour tt^e. 
« And canst Thou then look down from perfect blis?, 
" And see me plunging in the dark abyss ? 
«< Calling Thee Father, in a sea of fire ? 
« Or pouripg blasphemies at thy desire? 
" With mortals anguish wQt Thou rai^e 7i^,name, 
" And by my pangs omnipotence prodaim ? 

" Thou, who canst toss the planets to and fro, 
J^ Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe : 
" Crush worlds ; in hotter fls^mes feflFn angels lay ; 
" On me Almighty wrath is cast away, 
" Call back Thy thunders. Lord, hold in Thy rage, 
« Nor with a speck of wretchedness engage : 
" Forget me quite, nor stoop a worm to blame ; 
" But lose me in the greatness of Thy name. 
< « Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 
" And shall I make those glories cease to shine ? 
« Shall sinful man grow great by his offence, 
" And from its course turn back Omnipotence ? 

" Forbid it ! and oh ! grant. Great Godt at least 
*« This one, this slender, ^most m request ^ 
« When I have wept a thousand lives away, 
« When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
" When I have rav'd ten thousand years in fire, 
<« Ten thousand thousand, let me then expire." 

Deep anguish ! but too late ; the helpless soyl 
Bound to the bottop of the burnjlDg pool. 
Though loth^ and ever loud blaspheming^ owp^ 
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He's justly doomli to pour eternal groans ; 
Enclosed with horrors, and transfixed wtthpaini 
Rolling in vengeance) struggling vrtth his chain : 
To talk to fiery tempests 5 to implore 
The raging fiame to give its burnings o'or ; 
To tossf to wrfthe, to pant beneath his loady 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favoured of their Judge^ in triumph move" 
To take possession of thtir thrones above y 
Satan's accurs'd desertion to supplyy 
And fill the vacant stations of the sky ; 
Again to kindle long-extinguisfa'd rayis. 
And with new lights dilate the heav'idy I^ze ^ > 
To crop the roses of icnmortal youth) 
And drink the Ibantain-head of sacred truth ; 
To swim in seas of bliss, to strike the string, 
And lift the voice to their Ahni^ty KinC ; 
To lose etermty in grateful lays^ 
And fill besv^n's wide cireumiierenee with praise;- 

But I attempt the woiKFrous height in vain^ 
And leave uc£nishM the too Ictfty strain : 
What boldly I begin, let others end ; 
My strength exhaiBted, £uating I descend^ 
And ciiuse a less, but no ignoble, theme. 
Dissolving elemante, and worlds, in flame. 

The fats^ period, the great hour, is come. 
And nature shrinks at her approaching doom; • 
Loud peab of thunder give the sign, amd all 
Heaven's terrors* in array surround the bsfll ; ^ 
Sharp lightilings with the meteors Maze conspire, * 
And, darted downward, set the world on fire ; 
Black rising clouds the thicken'd JEther choke, _ 

And spiry flames dart through the rolling smoke. 
With keen vibrations cut the sullen night. 
And strike-the darkened sky with dreadful light j 
From Heave's four regions, with immortal force, ^ 
Angek drive on the winds impetuous course, 
T' enrage the flame : It spreads, it soars on high,. > 
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Swells in the storm, and billows through the skyi 
Here winding pyramids of fire ascend. 
Cities and desarts in one ruin blend ; 
Here blazing volumes wafted, overwhelm 
The spacious face of a far distant realm $ 
There, undermin'd, down rush eternal hills, 
The neighboring vales the vast destruction fills. 

Hear^st thou that dreadful crack? that sound whickbroke 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre shook ? 
What wonders must that groan of nature tell ? 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlasj fell \ 
Which seem'd above the reach of fate to stand, 
A tow'ring monument of God's right hand ; 
Now dust and smoke, whose brow, so lately, spread 
O'er shelter'd countries its diffusive shade. 

Shew me that celebrated spot, where all 
The various rulers of the sever'd ball 
Have humbly sought wealth, honour, and redress, 
That land which heav'n seem'd diligent to bless. 
Once call'd ^ritania : Can her glories end ? 
And canst surrounding seas her realms defend i 
Alas ! in Barnes behold surrounding seas ! 
Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel say. Where ran proud Asians bound ? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Where stretch'd waste Lyhiai Where did India's shore 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore ? 
Each lost in each, their mingling kingdoms glow> 
And all dissolv'd, one fiery deluge flow : 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd. 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or swims, or walks, or flies. 
Inhabitants of sea, or earth, or skies j 
All on whom Adam's wisdom fix'd a name. 
All plunge, and perish in the conqu'ring flame. 

This globe alone would but defraud the fire. 
Starve its devouring rage : the flakes aspire. 
And catch the clouds, and make the hcjav ns their prey ; 
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The sun^ the moon, the stars, all melt away ; 
All, all is lost ; no monument, no sign. 
Where once so proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the foaming stream expire. 
So sparks that scatter from the kindling fire -y 
The devastations of One dreadful hour 
The Great Creator's Six days work devour. 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet One soul 
Has more to boast, and far outweighs the whole j 
Exalted in superior excellence. 
Casts down to nothing, such a vast expence. 
Have you not seen th' eternal mountains nod. 
An earth dissolving, a descending God ? 
What strange surprizes through all nature ran? 
For whom these revolutions, but for Man ? 
For him. Omnipotence new measures takes. 
For him, through all eternity, awakes ; 
Pours on him gifts sujBicient to supply 
Heav'n's loss, and with fresh glories fill the sky. 

Think deeply then, O Man, how great thou art ; 
Pay thyself homage with a trembling heart j 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect. 
Slighting thyself, affront not God's respect. 
Enter the sacred temple of thy breast. 
And gaze, and wonder there, a ravish'd guest ; 
Gaze on those hidden treasures thou shalt find. 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind. 
Of perfect knowledge, see, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon most exquistely bright ! 
Here, springs of endless joy are breaking forth ! 
There, buds the promise of celestial worth ! 
Worth which must ripen in a happier clime> 
And brighter Sun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, MiwTf canst not guess thy vast estate. 
What stores, on foreign coasts, thy landing wait : 
Lose not thy claim> let virtue's path be trod ; 
Thus glad att heav'n, and please that bounteous God, 
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A^Oi to light thee to pleasures, hung on high 
Ton radient orb, proud regent of the sky : 
That service done, its beams shall fade away. 
And God shine fioirtk in one Eternal I>at« 
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FROM lofty themes, from thoughts that soar'd on high, 
And open'd wond'rous scenes above the sky. 
My muse descend : Indulge my fond desire ; 
"With softer thoughts my melting soul inspire. 
And smooth my numbers to a female's praise : 
A partial world will listen to my lays, 
While Anna reigns, and sets a female name 
Unrival*d in the glorious lists of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land. 
Whose radiant eyes the vanquish'd world command. 
Virtue is Beauty : But when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd 5 
When yout/j makes such bright objects still more bright. 
Arid fortune sets them in the strongest light ', 
Tis all of heav'n that we below may view. 
And all, but Adoration, is your due. 

Fam'd female virtue did this iile adorn. 
Ere Ormondj or her glorious Queen, was born : 
When now Marians powerful arms prevail'd. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



43 THE FORCE OF REUGION; 

And haughty Dudley's bold ambition failM, 
The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race, 
In blooming youth adom'd with ev'ry grace ; 
Who gain Vi a crown by treason not her own. 
And innocently fiU'd another's throne ; 
Hurl'd from the summit of imperial state, 
With equal mind sustain'd the stroke of fate. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part. 
With manly reason fortify his heart ? 
At once she longs, and is afraid, to know : 
Now swift she moves, and now advances slow. 
To find her lord ; and, finding, passes by, 
45ilent with fear, nor dares she meet his eye ; 
Lest that, unask'd, in speechless grief, disclose 
The mournful secret of his inward woes* 
Tlius, after sickness, doubtful of her face. 
The melancholy virgin shuns the glass. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look serene, 
And sorrow soften'd by her heav'nly mien. 
She clasps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young. 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue \ 
Gentle, and sweet, as vernal Zephyr blows. 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming rose. 

«« Grieve not, my lord ; a crown indeed is lost ; 
<^ What far outshines a crown, we still may boast ; 
" A mind composed ; a mind that can disdain 
" A fruitless sorrow for a loss so vain. 
** Nothing is loss that virtue can improve 
" To wealth eternal ; and return above ; 
<^ Above, where no distinction shall be known 
<* 'Twixt him whom storms have shaken from a throne, 
« And him, who, basking in the smiles of fate, 
« Shone forth in all the splendor of the great : 
" Nor can I find the diflfrence here below ; 
<< I lately was a Queen ; I ftill am so, 
" While Guilford's wife : Thee rather I obey^ 
«< Than o'er mankind extend imperial sway. 
'< When we lie down in some obscure retreat, 
<* Incens'd Maria may her rage forget i 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OR, VANQUISHED LOVE. 49 

<< And I to death ray duty will improve, 
»< And what you miss in empire, add in love — 
<^ Your godlike soul is open'd in your look, 
<* And I have faintly your great meaning spoke, 
" For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 
^« To find nvith what content we lay it down. 
" Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 
^< Can quit a throne with a becoming grace." 

Thus spoke the fairest of her sex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord ; whose boding bosom fear'd 
A dark( r cloud of ills would burft, and shed 
aSeverer vengeance on her guiltless head •: 
Too jad, alas, the terrors which he felt ! 
For, lo ! a guard ! — Forgive him, if he melt-^ 
How sharp her pangs, when sever'd from his side^ 
The most sincerely lovM, and loving bride. 
In space confin'd, the muse forbears to tell ; 
Deep was her anguish, but ^he bore it welk 
His pain was equal, but his virtue less ; 
He thought in grief there could be no excess. 
Pensive he sat, o'ercast wkh gloomy care. 
And often fondly clasp'd his absent fair ; 
Now, silent, wander'd through his rooms of ftatc^ 
And sickened at the pomp, and tax'd his fate ; 
Which thus adorn'd, in all her shining store> 
A splendid wretch, magnificently poor, 
Now on the. bridal bed his eyes were cast. 
And anguish fed on his enjoyments past-; 
Each recollected pleasure made him smart, 
And evVy transport stabb'd him to the heart. 

That Iwppy moon, which summon'd to delight^ 
That nwon which shone on his dear nuptial nighty 
Which saw him fold her yet untasted charms 
^DenyM^to princes) in h^s longing arms » 
Now sees the transient b'essingfleet away, 
Empire and love ! the vision of a day. 

Thus, in the British clime, a summer storm 
Will oft the .smiling face of lieav'n deform i 
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The winds with violence at once descend. 
Sweep flow'rs and fruits, and make the forest bend ; 
A sudden winter, while the sun is near, 
O'ercomes the season, and inverts the year. 

But whither is the captive borne away, 
The beauteous captive, from the cheerful day ? 
The scene is chang'd indeed ; before her eyes 
III boding looks and unknown horrors rise : 
For pomp and splendor, for her guard and crown, 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 
Black thoughts, each morn, invade the Lover's breast. 
Each nighty a ruffian locks the queen to rest. 

Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds ! 
But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds. 
Religion's force divine is best display'd 
In deep desertion of all human aid : 
To succour in extremes, is her delight. 
And cheer the heart, wh^i terror strikes the sight. 
We, disbelieving our own senses, gaze. 
And wonder wl^ a mortal's heart can raise 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, smile in grief. 
And comfort thpse who oome to bring relief: 
We gaze ; and as we gaze* wealth, fame, decay. 
And all the w<»rki's vain glories fade away. 

Against har cares slie rais'd a dauntless mind. 
And with an ardent heart, but most resign'd. 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 
Amid the silence of her dark retreat, 
Address'd her God — ^ Almighty Pow'r Divine! 
<< 'Tis thine to raise, and to depress, is Thine ; 
" With honour to light up the name unknown, 
•* Or to put out the lustre of a throne. • 
«« In my shoot span both fortunes I have proved, 
«< And though with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 
«« I'll bear it well: (O strengthen me to bear!) 
*' And if my piety may claim thy care ; 
« If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat, 
'< And tumult of a court, a Future State ; 
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« O favour, when thy mercy I implore 

« For one who never guilty sceptre bore ! 

*« 'Twas I received the crown ; my lord is free ; 

•< If it must fall, let vengeance fall on me. 

«« Let him survive, his country's name ta raise, 

« And in a guilty land to speak Thy praise \ 

<« O may th' indulgence of a father^ s love, 

•* Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above ! 

•« If these are safe. Til think my pray'rs succeed, 

«< And bless thy tender mercies, whilst I bleed," 

'Twas now the mournful eve before that day 
In which the q^ueen to her full wrath gave way ; 
Through rigid justice, rush*d into of&Dce,. 
And drank in zeal the blood of innocence : 
The sun went down in clouds, and seem'd to mourn 
The sad necessity of his return ; 
The hollow wind, the melancholy rain, 
Or did, or was imagined to, complain : 
The tapers cast an inauspicious light \ 
Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 

Sweet innocence in chains can take her rest \ 
Soft slumber gently creeping through her breast, 
She sinks \ and in her sleep is re-enthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crowa'd. 
Slie views her fleets and armies, seas and land. 
And stretches wide her shadow of command : 
With royal purple is her vision hung ; 
By phantom hosts are shouts of conquest rung \ 
Low at her feet the suppliant rival lies •, 
Our pi^'ner mourns her fate, and bids her rise» 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 
GlancM on the hills, and westward cast the shades 
The busy trades in city had began 
To sound, and speak the painful life of man. 
In^yrant's breasts the thoughts of vengeance rouse. 
And the fond bridegroom turns him to his spouse. 
At this first birth of light, while morning breaks. 
Our spouseless bride, our widow 'd wife, awakes -, 
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Awakes, and smiles; nor night's imposture blames; 

Her real pomps were little more than dreams % 

A short -liv'd blaze, a lightening quickly o'er. 

That dy'd in birth, that shone, and were no more : 

She turns her side, and soon resumes a state 

Of mind, well suited to her alter'd fate, 

Serene, though serious ; when dread tidings come 

(Ah wretched Guilford]) of her instant doom. 

Sun, hide thy beams ; in clouds as black as night 

Thy face involve ; but guiltless of the sight ; 

Or haste more swiftly to the western main ;. 

Nor let her blood the conscious day-light stain ! 

Oh ! how severe ! to fall so new a bride. 

Yet blushing from the priest, in youthful pride ; 

When time had just matur'd each perfect grace. 

And open'd all the wonders of her face ! 

To leave her Guilford dead to all relief 

Fond of his woe, and obstinate in grie£ 

Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 

(Vain promis'd blessings) vanish from her view ; 

No train of cheerful days, endearing nights, 

No sweet domestic joys, and chaste delights ; 

Pleasures that blossom e'en from doubts and fears ;. 

And bliss and rapture rising out of cares : 

No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 

Lul rd on her knee, or smiling in her face ; 

Who, when her dearest father shall return. 

From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 

Wight comfort to his silver hairs impart. 

And fill her place in his indulgent heart : 

As where fruits fall, quick-rismg blossoms smile^ 

And the bless'd Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain these various reasons jointly press. 
To blacken death, and heighten her distress ; 
She, through th* encircling terrors, darts her sight 
To the bless'd regions of eternal light. 
And fills her soul with peace : To weeping firiends 
Her father, and her lord, she recommends ^ 
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tfnmovM herself: Her foes her air survey. 

And rage to see their malice thrown away. 

She soars ; now nought on earth detains her care-^- 

But Guilford ; who still struggles for his shsure. 

Still will his form importunately rise, 

Qog and retard her transport to the skies ; 

As trembling flames now take a feeble fli^t. 

Now catch the brand with a returning light. 

Thus her soul onward from the seots above. 

Falls fondly back, and kindles into love : 

At length she conquers in the doubtful field ; 

That HeaVn she seeks will be her GuiLFORif s shield. 

Now death is welcome \ his approach is slow ; 

lis tedious longer to expect the blow. 

Oh ! mortals, short of sight, who think the past 
Overblown misfortune still shall prove the last : 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train, 
And oft in life form one perpetual chain ^ • 
Pear buries fear, and ills on iUs attend, 
Till life and sorrow meet one common end. 

She thinks that she has not^t but death to fear, 
And des^ is conquered. Worse thsAn death is near : : 
Her ri^d trials are not yet complete ; 
Hie newfr aurives of her great Cher's fate. 
She sees his hoary head, all white with age^ 
A victim to th* ofieoded mcmarch's rage» 
How great the mercy,' had she breathed her last, . 
Ere the dire s^itence on her father past ! 

A fonder parent nature never knew ; 
And as his age increased, his ^fondness grew. - 
A'parent's love ne'er better waybestow*<l ; 
The pious daughter in h^ l^art d'erflow'di 
And can she-firom all Weakness still refrain I - 
And still the firmness of h^ soul maintain ? 
Impossible ! k sigh wfll force its way : 
One patient tear her ifi0rf0/ birth betray ; 
She sighs and weeps ! but so she we^ and sighs, s 
As silent dews descend,^ and vapeurt4rue« 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



5* THE FORCE OF RELIGION ; 

Celestial Patience J how dost thou defeat 
The foe's proud menacei and elude his hate ! 
While Passion takes his part, betrays our peace ; 
To death and torture swells each slight disgrace $ 
By not oposing, thou dost ills destroy, 
And wear thy conquer'd sorrows into joy. 

Now she revolves within her anxious mind, 
What woe still lingers in reserve behind. 
Griefs rise on griefs, and she can see no bound. 
While nature lasts, and can receive a^wound. 
The sword is drawn ; The queen to rage inclin'd. 
By mercy, nor by piety, confined. 
What mercy can the Zealofs heart assuage. 
Whose piety itself converts to rage ? 
She thought, and sigh'd. ^ And now the blood began 
To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 
New sorrow dimmed the lustre of her eye. 
And on her cheek the fading roses die. 
Alas ! should Guilford too — ^When now she's brought 
To that dire view, that precipice of thought. 
While there she trembling stands, nor dares look dowp^ 
Nor can recede, till Heav'n's decrees are known 5 
Cure of all ills, till now, her lord appears— 
But not to cheer her heart, and dry her tears ! 
Not now, as usual, like the rising day. 
To chase the shadows, and the damps away : 
But, like a gloomy storm, at once to sweep 
And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejected was his air. 
His voice was frozen by his cold despair ; 
Slow, like a ghost, he mov'd with solemn pace ; 
A dying paleness sat upon his face. 
Back she recoil'd, she smote her lovely breast^ 
Her eyes the anguish of her heart confessed \ 
Struck to the soul, she stagger'd with the wound, 
And sunk, a breathless image, to the ground. 

Thus the fair lily, when the sky's o'ercast. 
At first but shudders in the feeble blast \ 
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But when the winds and wei^ty rains descend. 
The fair and upright stem is forc'd to bend ; 
Till broke at length, its snowy leaves are shed^. 
And strew with dying sweets their native bedt. 
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HER Guilford clasps her, beftutifol in death, 
And with a kiss recals her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blast expire, 
A lighted taper touch'd, restores the fire : 
She rear'd her swimming eye, and saw the light. 
And Guilford too, or she had loath'd the sight ; 
Her/ather^s death she bore, despis'd her own. 
But now she mu&t, she will, have leave to groan : 
Ah ! Guilford, she began, and would have spoke y i 
But sobs rush'd in, and ev'ry accent broke : 
Reason itself, as gusts of passion blew, . 
Was ruffled in the tempest, and withdrew. 

So the youth lost his image in the well. 
When tears upon the yielding surface fell : 
The scatter'd features slid into decay. 
And spreading circles drove his face away* 

To touch the soft affections, and controul 
The manly temper of the bravest soul. 
What with afflicted beauty can compare, 
And drops of love distiling from the fair ? 
''* melts us down } our pains delight bestow ; 

i we with fondness languish o*er our woe. 
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Thia Guilford prov'd ; aod, with excess of paiff. 
And pleasure too, did to his bosom strain 
The weeping fair : Sunk deep in soft desire. 
Indulged his love, and nurs'd the raging fire ^ 
Then tore himself away 5 and, standing wide. 
As fearing a relapse of fondness, cry'd. 
With ill-dissembled grief: "My life,, forbear ! 
<* Yoa wound your Guilford with each cruel tear ; 
« Did you not chide my grief ? Repress, your own •, 
« Nor want compassion tor ycurse/f Aone : 
« Have you beheld, how, from the distant main, 
« The thronging waves roll on, a numerous train, 
" And foam, and bellow, till they reach the shore v 
•* There burst their noisy pride, and are no more ?' 
•« Thus the successive flows of human race, 
«« ChasM by tlie coming, the preceding, chase v 
«< They sound, and swell, tlieir haughty heads they rear ;. 
« Then fall, and flatten, break, and disappear. 
<♦ Life is a forfeit we must shortly pay ^ 
« And Where's the mighty lucre of a day ? 
" Why should you mourn my fate ? 'Tis most unkind ;. 
*< Your own you bore with an unshaken mind : 
« And which, can you imagine, was the dart 
" That drank most blood, sunk deepest in my heart ? 
" I cannot live without you 5 and my doom 
<« I meet with joy, to share one common tomb. — 
" And are again your tears profusely spilt ! 
« Oh ! then my kindness blackens to my guilt ; 
" It foils itself, if it recal your pain ; — 
*< Life of my life, I beg you to refrain ! 
«< The load which fate imposes, you increase •, 
« And help Maria to destroy my peace." 

But, oh ! against himself his labour turn'd ; 
The more he comforted^ the more she mourn'd : 
Compassion swells our grief; words soft and kind 
But soothe our weakness, and dissolve the mind :. 
Her sorrow flow'd in streams 5 nor her*s alone, 
While that he blam*d, he yielded to his own. 
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Where are the smiles she wore, when she, so late^ 
Hail'd him great partner of the regal state ; 
When orient gems around her temples blaz'd. 
And bending nations on the glory gaz'd i 

*Tis now the Queen's command, they both retreat, 
To weep^with dignity, and mourn instate : 
She forms the decent misery with joy. 
And loads with pomp the wretch she would destroys 
A spacious hall is hung with black y all light 
Shut out, and noon-day darkened into night. 
From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high,. 
Like a dim crescent in a clouded sky r 
It sheds a quiv'ring^ melancholy gloom, 
Which only shows y^ie darkness of the room. 
A shining axe is on the table laid ; 
A dreadful sight 1 and glitters through the shade. 

In this sad scene the lovers are confin'd 5 
A scene of terrors, to a guilty mind I 
A scene, that would have damp'd with rising cares. 
And qjjite extinguished,, ev'ry love but theirs. 
What can they do ? They fix their mournful eyes 
Then Guilford, thus abruptly ; << I despise 
«« An empire lost ; I fling away the crown ; 
" Numbers have laid that bright delusion down ; 
« But Where's the Charles, or Dioclesian. where, 
** Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair ?: 
" Oh ! to dwell ever on thy lip I to stand 
*^ In full possession of thy snowy hand ! 
'« And, thro' th' unclouded chrystal of thine eye,. 
<* The heav'nly treasures of thy mind to spy ! 
** Till rapture reason happily destroys, 
" And my soul wanders through immortal joys ! 
<« Give me the world, and ask me, Where's my bliss ?* 
«* I clasp thee to my breast, and answer. This. 
<* And shall the grave" — He groans,'and can no more ; 
But all her charms in silence traces o'er 5 
Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought ; 
And, wond'ring, sees, in sad presaging thought, 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



OR, VANQUISHED LOVE, 59 

From that fair neck, tliat worW of beauty fall. 
And roll along the dust, a j^hastly ball ! 

Oh ! let those tremble^ who are greatly blessM ! - 
For who, but Guilford, could be thus distressed ? 
Come hither, all you happy, all you great, 
. From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of state; 
Nor think I call, your pleaaures to destroy. 
But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not ; but, smiling, fix your ardent care 
Oh nobler titles than the Brave or Fair. 

"Was ever such a mournful, moving, sight ? 
See, if you can, by that dull, trembling, light : 
Now they embrace ; and, mix'd with bitter woe. 
Like Lis and her Thames^ one stream they flow : 
Now they start wide \ fix'd in benumbing care. 
They stiffen into statues of despair : 
Now, tenderly severe, and fiercely kind, 
They rush at once ; they fling their cares behind. 
And claspi as if to death ; new vows repeat ; 
And, quite wrapped up in love, forget their fate. 
A short delusion ! for the raging pain 
Returns ; and thehr poor hearts must bleed again. 

Mean time, the Queen new cruelty decreed % 
But, ill content that they should only bleed, 
A priest is sent ; who, with insidious art. 
Instils his poison into Suffolk's heart ; 
And Guilford drank it : Hanging on the breast. 
He from his childhood was with Rome possest. 
When now the mimsters of death draw nigh. 
And in her dearest lord she first must die. 
The subtle priest, who long had watchM to find 
The most unguarded passes of her mind. 
Bespoke her thus : « Grieve not ; 'tis in your pow'r 
^< Your lord to rescue from this fatal hour.*' 
Her bosom pants ; she draws her breath with pain^ 
A sudden horror dirills through eVry vein ; 
Life seems suspended, on his words intent \ 
.Aad'her soul trembles for the great event* 
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The priest proceeds : " Embrace the faith of Rothf, 
<« And ward your own, your lord's, and father's doom." 
Ye blessed spirits ! now yoHr charge sustain j 
The past was ease ; noyr first she suffers pain. 
Must she pronounce her father's death ? must she 
Bid Guilford bleed ? — It must not, cannot, be. 
It cannot be ! But 'tis the Christian's praise. 
Above impossibilities to raise 
The weakness of our nature 4 and deride 
Of vain philosophy the boasted pride. 
What though our feeble sinews scarce impart 
A moment's swiftness to the feather'd dart ; 
Though tainted air our vigVous youth can break. 
And a chill blast the hardy warrior shake. 
Yet are vre strong : Hear the loud tempest roar 
From east to west, and call us weak no more ; 
The light'ning's unresisted force proclaims 
Our might ; and thunders raise our humble names ;^ 
Tis our Jehovah fills the heav'ns 5 as long 
As He shall reign Almighty, we are strong : 
We, by devotion, borrow from his throne \ 
And almost make Omnipotence our own : 
We force the gates of heav'n, by fervent prayV ; 
And call forth triumph out of man^s despair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lift her eyes 
And bleeding heart, in silence, to the skies, 
Devoutly sad — ^Then, brightening, like the day, 
When sudden winds sweep scatter'd clouds away, 
Shining in majesty, till now unknown, 
And breathing life and spirit scarce her own ; 
~^She, rising, sptjaks : ** If these the terms—" 

Here, Guilford, cruel GmLFORD,(barb'rous man? 
Is this thy love ?) as swift as light'ning ran ; 
0*erwhelm d her with tempestuous sorrow fraught* 
And stifled, in its birth, the mighty thought \ 
Then bursting fresh into a flood of tears, 
Pierce, resolute, delirious w.th his fears j; 
His fears for her alom ^ He beat his breast^ 
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And thus the fervour of his soul exprest : 
•^ O ! let thy thought o'er our past converse rove, 
•< And shew one moment uninflam'd with love ! 
" Oh ! if thy kindness can no longer last, 
« In pity to thy self, forget tlie past ! 
«< Else wilt thou never, void of shame and fear, 
« Pronounce his doom, whom thou hast held so dear : 
<< Thou who hast took me to thy arms, and swore 
<^ Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more ; 
« That to continue^ was its utmost pow'r, 
<< And make the future Hke the present hour. 
« Now call a ruffian \ hid his cruel sword 
« Lay wide the bosom of thy worthless lord \ 
•• Transfix his heart (since you its love disclaim,) 
« And stain his honour with a Traitor^s name. 
«< This might perhaps be borne without remorse ; 
■ ** But sure a father's pangs will have their force ! 
« Shall his good age, so near its journey's end, 
*< Through cruel torment to the grave descend ? 
<< His shallow blood all issue at a wound, 
« Wash a slave's feet, and smoke upon the ground ? 
<« But he to you has ever been severe ; 
•« Then take your vengeance?' — Suffolk now draw near; 
Bending beneath the burden of his care j 
His robes neglected, and his head was bear ; 
Decrepid winter, in the yearly ring. 
Thus slowly creeps, to meet the blooming spring ; 
Downward he cast a melancholy look \ 
Thrice turn'd, to hide his grief ; then faintly spo^e, 
«« Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 
« That axe can only rob w^ of a day ; 
« For thee^ my soul's desire ! I can't refrain ; 
<« And shall my tears, my last tears flow in vain ? 
«* When you shall know a mother's tender name, 
« My heart's distress no longer will you blame." 
At this, afar his bursting groans were heard ; 
The tears ran trickling down his silver beard : 
He snatch'd her hand, which to his lips he prest. 
Vol. L 6 
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And bid her plant a dagger m his breast ; 
Then, sinking, call'd her piety unjust, 
And soird his hoary temples in the dust* 

Hard-harted men ! will you no mercy know ? 
Has the Queen brib'd you to dbtress her foe ? 
O weak deserters to misfortune's part. 
By false affection thus to pierce her heart ! 
When she had soar'd, to let your arrows fly, 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle sky ! 
And can her virtue, springing from the ground, 
Her flight recover, and disdain the wound, 
When cleaving love, and human interest, bind 
The broken force of her aspiring mind ; 
As round the genVous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her str^gth, the serpent wreaths his. train. 
Her struggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois*nous tail, and stings her as she flies ! 

While yet the blow's first dreadful weight she feels. 
And with its force her resolution reels ; 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful sounds 
To view discover, wclt'ring on the ground. 
Three headless trunks, of those whose arras maintained, 
And in her wars immortal glory gain'd j 
The lifted axe assur'd her ready doom. 
And silent moiurners sadden'd all the room. 
Shall I proceed ; or here break off my tale ; 
Nor truths, to stagger human faith, reveal ? 

She met this utmost malice of her fate 
With Christain dignity, and pious state : 
The beating storm's propitious rage she blest. 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breast : 
Her lord and father^ for a moment's space. 
She strictly folded in her soft embrace ! 
Then thus she spoke, while angels heard on high. 
And sudden gladness sroil'd along the sky : 

«< Your over-fondness has not mov'd my hate ; 
«* I am well pleas'd you make my death so great ; 
" I joy I cannot save you ; and have giv'n 
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*« Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav'n, 

•« If so the queen decres* : — But I have cause 

<* To hope my blood will satisfy the laws ', 

" And there is mercy still, for you, in store : 

<« With me the bitterness of death is o'er. 

«« He shot his sting in that farewell embrace ; 

« And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 

« Then let mistaken sorrow be supprest, 

<« Nor seem to envy my approaching rest." 

Then, turning to the ministers of fate. 

She, smiling, says, "My victory complete : 

«« And tell your Queeriy I thank her for the blow, 

^« And grieve my gratitude I cannot show : 

" A poor return I leave in England* s crown, 

«< For everlasting pleasure, and renown : 

•* Her guilt alone allays this happy hour ; 

** Her guilt, — the only vengeance in her pow'r." 

Not Rome^ untouched with sorrow, heard her fate ; 

And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 

• Hire she embraces them. 
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PREFACE, 



THESE Satires have been favourably receiv- 
ed at home and abroad. I am not conscious of 
the least malevolence to any particular person 
through all the characters j though some per- 
sons may be so selfish^ as to engross a general 
application to themselves. A writer in polite 
letters should be content with reputation ; the 
private amusement he finds in his compositions ; 
the good influence they have on his severe stud* 
ies ; that admission they give him to his supe- 
riors ; and the possible good effect they may 
have on the pubhc ; or else he should join to his 
politeness some more lucrative qualification. 

But it is possible, that satire may not do much 
good : Men may rise in their affections to their 
tollies, as they do to their friends, when they 
are abused by others : It is much to be feared^ that 
misconduct will never be chased out of the world 
by Satire ; all therefore that is to be said for it, 
is, that misconduct will certainly be never chased 
out of the world by Satire, xf no Satires are 
written : Nor is that term unapplicable to grav- 
er compositions. Ethia^ Heathen and Christain, 
and the Scriptures themselves, are, in a great 
measure, a Satire on the weakness and iniquity 
of men \ and some part of that Satire is in verse 
too : Nay, in the first ages, Philosof^y and Po- 
etry were the same things; wisdom wore no 
other dress : So that, I hope, these Satires will 
be the more easily pardoned that misfortune by 
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the severe. Nay, Historians themselves may be 
considered as Satirists, and Satirists most severe ;, 
since such are most human actions, that to relafSj 
is to expose them* 

No man can converse much in the world, but, 
at what he meets with, he must either be insen- 
sible, or grieve, or be angry, or smile. Some 
passion (ir we are not impassive) must be moved ; 
for the general conduct of mankind is by no 
means a thing indifferent to a reasonable and vir- 
tuous man. Now to smile at it, and turn it 
into ridicule, I think most eligible ; as it hurts 
ourselves least and gives vice and folly the great- 
est offence : And that for this reason ; because 
what men aim at by them, is, generally, pub- 
lic opinion and esteem ; which truth is the sub- 
ject of the following Satires ; and joins them 
together, a& several branches from the same 
root : An unity of design, which has not, Ithinky 
in a set of satires, been attempted before. 

Laughing at the misconduct of the world, will, 
will in a great measure, ease us of any disagree- 
able passion about it. One passion is more ef- 
fectually driven out by another, than by reason ; 
whatever some may teach : For to reason we 
owe our passions : Had we not reason, we 
should not be offended at what we find amiss : 
And the Cause seems not to be the natural cure 
of any Effect. 

Moreover, Laughing Satire bids the fairest for 
success : The world is too proud to be fond of 
a serious tutor ; aftd when an Author is in a 
passion, the laugh, generally, as in conversation. 
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turns against him. This kind of Satire only 
has any delicacy in it. Of this delicacy Horace 
is the best master : He appears in ^ood humour 
while he censures ; and therefore his censure 
has the more weight, as supposed to proceed 
from judgment, not from passion. Juvenal is 
ever in a passion : He has little valuable but his 
eloquence and morality : The last of which I 
have had in my eye ; but rather for emulation, 
than imitation, through my whole work. 

But though I comparatively condemn Juvenal^ 
in part of the sixth Satire (where the occasion 
most required it,) I endeavoured to touch on his 
manner ; but was forced to quit it soon, as dis- 
agreeable to the writer, and reader too. — ^ 
Boileau has joined both the Ronian Satirists with, 
great success ; but has too much of Juvenal in his 
very serious Satire on Woman, which should 
have been the gayest of all. An excellent critic 
of our own commends Boileau s closeness, or, as 
he calls it, Pressness^ particularly ; whereas, it ap- 
pears to me, that repetition is his fault, if any 
fault should be imputed to him. 

There are some prose Satyrists of the greatest 
delicacy and wit ; the last of which can never, 
or should never, succeed without the former. 
An Author without it, betrays too great a con- 
tempt for mankind, and opinion of himself ; 
which are bad advocates for reputation and suc- 
cess. What a difference is there between the 
Merits if not the Witj of Cervantes and Rabelais ? 
The last has a particular art of throwing a great 
deal of genius and learning into frolic and jest ; 
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but the genius and the scholar is all you can ad- 
mire ; you want the gentleman to converse with 
in him : he is like a criminal who receives his 
life for some services ; you commend, but you 
pardon too. Indecency offends our pridcj, as 
men ; and our unaffected taste, as judges of 
composition : Nature has wisely formed us with 
an aversion to it ; and he that succeeds in spite 
of it, is, '' ialiena venia, quam sua provideniia iuiior. 

Such wits, like false oracles of old (which 
were wits and cheats,) should set up for reputa- 
tion among the laeak^ in some Baotia^ which was 
the land of oracles ; for the wisevfiXL hold them 
in contempt. Some wits, too, like oracles, deal 
in ambiguities ; but not with equal success : For 
though ambiguities are thejfrj/ excellence of an 
impostor, they are the last of a wit. 

Some satirical wits and humourists, like their 
father Ltician^ laugh at every thing indiscrimi- 
nately ; which betrays such a poverty of wit, 
as cannot afford ta part with any thing j and 
such a want of virtue, as to postpone it to a jest. 
Such writers encourage vice and folly, which 
they pretend to combat, by setting them on an 
equal foot with better things : And while they 
labour to bring every thing into contempt, how 
can they expect their own parts should escape ? 
Some French writers particularly, are guilty of 
this in matters of the last consequence; and 
some of our own. They that are tor lessening 
the true dignity of mankind, are not sure of be- 
ing successml, but with regard to one individual 

tVal. Max. 

> 
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in it. It is this conduct that jiistly makes a Wit 
a term of reproach. 

Which puts me in mind of Plato^s fable of the 
birth of Love ; one of the prettiest fables of all 
antiquity ; which will hold likewise with regard 
to modern Poetry. Love^ says he, is the son c£ 
the goddess Poverty, and the god of Riches : He 
has from his father his daring genius ; his eleva- 
tion of thought ; his building castles in the air ; 
his prodigality ; his neglect of things serious 
and useful ; his vain opinion of his own merit ; 
and his aflFectation of preference and distinction : 
From his mother he inherits his indigence, which 
makes him a constant beggar of favours ; that 
importunity with which he begs ; his flattery ; 
his servility ; his fear of being despised, which 
is inseparable from him. This addition may be 
made ; viz. That Poetry, like Love, is a little 
subject to blindness, which makes her mistake 
her way to preferments and honours j that she 
has her satirical quiver ; and, lastly, that she re- 
tains a dutiful admiration of hev father* s family ; 
but divides her fovours, and genersJIy Kves with 
her mother*: relations. 

However, this is not necessity, but choice : 
Were Wisdom her governess, she might have 
much more of the nither than the mother ; es- 
pecially in such an age as this, which shows a 
due passion for her charms. 
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SATIRE I. 

TO HIS GRACE 

THE DUKE OF DORSET. 

Tanto major Fanut s'ltis esty quam 

Virtutis. Juv. Sat. 10. 



MY verse is Satire ; Dorset, lend your ear, 

Kn^ patronize a muse you cannotyair. 

To poets sacred is a E)orset's name : 

Their wonted passport through the gates of fame : 

It bribes the partial reader into praise, 

And throws a glory round the sheltered lays : 

The dazzled judgment fewer faults can see. 

And gives applause to B ^, or to me. 

But you decline the mistress we pursue ; 

Others are fond of Fame^ but Fame of you. 
Instructive Satire, true to virtue's cause ! 

Thou shining supplement of public laws ! 
Vihen flatter d crimes of a licentious age 
Re^u-oach our silence, and demand our rage ; 
When purchased follies J from each distant land. 
Like arts, improve in Britain^ s skilful hand ; 
When the Law shews her teeth, but dares not bite. 
And South-sea treasures are not brought to light ; 
When Churcfjmen Scripture for the Classics quit. 
Polite apostates from God's Grace to Wit ; 
When men grow great from their revenue spent. 
And fly from baiUffs into parliament ; 
When dying sinners, to blot out their score. 
Bequeath the cturch the leavings of a whore / 
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To chase our spleen^ when themes like these increase, 
Shall Panegyric reign, and Censure cease ? 

Shall Poesy, like Law, turn wrong to rightf 
And dedications wash an j£tiiop white^ * 
Set up each senseless wretch for nature's boast^ 
On whom praise shines, as trophies on a post t 
Shall fun'ral eloquence her colours spread. 
And scatter roses on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors smile on such illustrious days. 
And satirise with nothing — ^but their praise ? 

Why slumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful traiti^ 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain ? 
Donne, Dorset, Dryden, Rochester, are dead. 
And guilt's chief foe, in Addison, b fled ; 
Congreve, who, crown'd with laurels, fairly won. 
Sits smiling at the goal, while others run. 
He will not write ; and (more provoking still 1) 
Ye gods ! he will not write, and M-ffiVius will. 

Doubly distrest, what author shall we find 
Discreetly daring, and severely kind. 
The courtly * Romanes shining path to tread. 
And sharply smile prevailing folly dead ? 
Will no superior genius snatch the quill. 
And save me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 
Tho' vain the strife, I'll strive my voice to raise. 
What will not men zttempt for sacred praise ? 

The Love of Praise^ howe'er conceal'd by art. 
Reigns, more or less, and glows in ev'ry heart ; 
The protidy to gain it, toils on toils endure ; 
The modest shun it, but to make it sure. 
O'er gfobes, and sceptres, now on thrones it swells {^ 
Now, trims the midnight lamps in college cells : 
' Tis Tory, Whig % it plots, prays, preaches, pleads. 
Harangues in Senates, squeaks in Masquerades. 

Here, to 5 e\ kumour makes a bold pretence ^ 

There, bolder, aims at JP -j'j eloquence. 



* Horace. 
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It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead ; 
Nor ends mixhlife ; but tiods in szh\e plumes ^ 
Adorns our hearse^ and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud r The pimp is proud to see 
So many like himself in high degree : 
The whore is proud hier beauties are the dread 
Of peevish virtue, and the marriage bed ; 
And the brib'd cuckold^ like crown'd victims bom 
To slaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went : 
One way they hok^ another way they steer ^ 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 
And when their sins they set sincerely down. 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wishful eyes on glory look. 
When they have ^ot their picture tow'rds a book ; 
Or ^m/ott/ title, like a gaudy sign. 
Meant to betray dull sots to wretched wine. 

If at his title T had dropt his quilF, 

T might have pass'd for a great genius still. 
But T alas ! (excuse him if you can) 
Is now zfcribblery who was once a man. 
Imperious some a c\2&Mfame demand. 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon-load of meanings for one word. 
While A\ depofdy and B with pomp restored. 

Some, for renown, on scraps of learning doat. 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patchwork learn'd quotations are ally'd i 
Both strive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glass how witty is a noble peer ! 
Did ever diamond cost a man so dear ? 

Polite diseases make some ideots vakn 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, disease, men proud we see ; 
And (stranger still !) of blockhead's flattery y 
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Whose praise de&mes ; as if a fool should rnead^ 
By spitting on your face, to make it clean. 

Nor is't enough all hearts are swoln vrithprUUf 
Her power is mighty, as her. realm is wide* 
What can she not perform ? The love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonsus his Creator blame : 
Empedocl£s hurl'd down the burning steep : 
And (stronger still !)made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a second bed, 
Tho' her lov'd lord has four half months been dead. 

This passion with a pimple have I seen 
Retard a cause, and give a judge the spleen. 
By this ins^ir'd (O ne'er to be forgot I) 
Some lords have leam'd to jpeJJ znd some' to inot. 
It mokes Globose a speaker in the house i 
He hems, and is delivered of his mouse. 
It makes ^/irx/^on well*bred tongues prevail. 
And / the httle hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Loveaf Fame^ what throngs pour in, 
YTnpeople courts and leave the senaU thin I 
My growing subject seems but just begun,. 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 

Aid me, great Homer ! with thy epic rules. 
To take a catalogue oi British fools. 
Satire ! had I thy Dorset's force divine, 
A knave or fool ^ould perish in each line y 
Tho' for the first all Westminster should plead. 
And for the last, all Gresham intercede. 

Begin. Who first the catalogue shall grace ? 
To quality belongs the highest place. 
My lordscomes forward ; forvrard let him come !. 
Te vulgar ! at your peril, give him room r 
He stands- for yiww on his forefather's feet. 
By heraldry prov'd valiant or discreet. 
Widi what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three descents less wise ! 
tf virtues at his noble hands youecrave^ 
Tou. bid htm rabe bis fath^s from* the grave. 
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Men should press forward in fame's glorious chace ; 
Nobles look backward^ and so lose the race. 

Let high birth triumph ! What can be more great ? 
Nothing — but merit in a low estate. 
To virtue's humblest son let none prefer 
Vice, though descended from the conqueror. 
Shall men, like ^l^f/r//, pass for high or base. 
Slight, or important, only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of honest men, and ivise ; 
The fool, or knave, that wears a title, lies* 

They that on glorious ancestors enlarge. 
Produce their debt^ instead of their dif charge, 
Dorset, let those who proudly boast their line, 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, shine. 

Vain as false greatness is, the muse must own 
We want not fools to buy that Bristol stone ; 
Mean sons of earth, who, on a South-sea tide 
Of full success, swarm into v^ealth and pride ; 
Knock with a purse of gold at Anstis' gate. 
And beg to be descended from the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur soar, 
They light a torch to shew their shame the more. 
Those governments which curb not evils, cause ! 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. 

Belus with solid glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty sound ; 
But builds himself a name \ and, to be great, 
Sinks in a quarry an immense estate ! 

In cost and grandeur, C dos he'll out-do 5 

And, 5—/ — ton J thy taste is not so true. 
TJie pile is finish'd ; ev'ry toil is past ; 
And full perfection is arriv'd at last ; 
When, lo ! my lord to some small corner runs, 
And leaves state-rooms to strangers and to duns. 

The man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 
Provides a home from which to rim away. 
In Britain^ what is many a lordly seat. 
But a discharge in full for an estate ? 
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Fti smaller compass lies Pygmalion's fame y 
Not domeS) but antique statutes^ are his flame : 
Not F — / — /iV self more P^r/a/y charms has known -j: 
Nor is good P— ^ — ke more in love with stone. 
The bailiflPs come (rude men profanely, bold !). 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
«< No, sirs," hfi cries ; " I'll sooner rot in jail ; 
« Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for English bail ?." 
Such heads might make their very busto's laugh : 
His daughter starves ; but * Cleopatra's safe. 

Men, overloaded with a large estate. 
May spill their treasure in a nice conceit :: 
The rich may be polite y but,. oh ! 'tis sad 
To say you're curious, when we swear, you're tnad» 
By your revenue measure your expence ; 
And to joxxr funds and acres join your sense. 
No man is bless'd by accident or guess ;. 
True wisdom is. the price of happiness .\ 
Yet few without long, discipline are sage ; 
And our j;^«//& only lays up siglu for age. 
But how, my muse,, canst thou resist so long. 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy most inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for satire ; — it abounds in lords. 
<« What lords are those saluting with a grin ?" 
One is just out, and one as lately in. 
*< How comes it then, to pass we see preside 
" On both their brows an equal share of pride .^'* 
Fride,.that impartial passion, reigns through all^ 
Attends our glory,.nor deserts our fall. 
As in its home it triumphs in high place^ . 
And frowns a haughty exile in disgrace. 
• Some lords it bids admire their wanJs so white,. 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their ravlsh'd sight :; 
Some lords it biAs resign ,- and turn their wands,. 

* A famoiu statue. 
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Like Moses*, into serpents in their hands. 
These sink, as divers, for renown ; and boast. 
With pride inverted^ of their honours lost. 
But against reason sure 'tis equal sin. 
To boast of merely being out^ or in. 

What numbers here^ through odd ambition strive^ 
To seem the most transport^ things alive ! 
As if hjjoj^ desert was understood ; 
And all the fortunate were nvise and good. 
Hence aching bosoms wear a visage gay. 
And stifled groans frequent the ball and play. 
Completely drest by * Monteoil, and grimace. 
They take their btrth-day suit dud public face : 
Their smiles are only part of what they wear^ 

Put oflFat night, with lady B *f hair. 

What bodily fatigue is half so bad ? 
With anxious care they labour tp be glad. 

What numbers, here, would into fame advance. 
Conscious of merit, in the coxcond>*s dance : 
The tavern ! park ! assembly ! mask ! and play \ 
Those dear destroyers of the tedious day ! 
That wheel of fops ! that saunter of the town ! 
Call it diversion^ and thepili goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and, stoicAihe, support. 
Without one sigh, the pleasures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the tw/#'and good^ 
But scorn of pomp, and love of solitude. 
High stations tumult^ but not hliss^ create : 
None think the Great unhappy, but die Great : 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a sting. 
Which makes a swain as wretched as a king 

I envy none their pageantry and show ; 
I envy none the Riding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent Gods ! with mind serene. 
And guiltless heart, to* range the sylvan scene ; 

• A fiimoct Tajlor. 
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No sj^ndid poverty, no smilt&g cdre. 

No wHl-brcd hate, or servile grandeuri there t 

There pkashig objects useful thouf^hts suggest ; 

The sense is ravishVl) and the soul is blest ; 

On every thorn o^ightful wisdom grows ;. 

In every rill a sweet instruction flows. 

But some, untaught^ o'erhear the whispering rill^ 

In spite of sacred leisure, blockheads still ; 

Nor shoots up folly to a nobler bloom 

In her own native soil, the dranving'reom. 

The Squire isproud to see his coursers strain^ 
Or well-breath'd beagles sweep along the plain*. 
Say, dear Hippolitus (whose drink is ale, 
"Wliose erudition is a CArir/mtf j-tale. 
Whose mistress is saluted with a smack. 
And friend received with thumps upon the back) 
When thy sleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound. 
And RiNGwooD opens on the tainted ground, 
Is that thy praise ? Let Rimgwood's fame alone y 
Just RiKGwooDk leaves each animal his own ; 
Nor envies, when a gypsy you comitiit. 
And shake the clumsy bench with country wit ;. 
When you the dullest of dull things have said. 
And then ask pardon for the jest you made. 

Here breathe, my muse ! and then thy task renew t 
Ten thousand fools unsung are still in view. 
Fewer lay-atheists made by church debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large estates ; 
Ladies, whose love is constant as the wind ^ 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave lords, to Scr — pe discreetly bend ;; 
And fewer shocis a statesman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lidls the town in winter with his strain. 
At Bath J in summer^ chants the reigning lass. 
And sweetly whistles y as the waters pass I 

U there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup. 
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That runs for ages wkboot wioding up ? 
Is there, whom his tftith Epic mounts to fame ? 
Such, and such only, might exhaust my theme 
Nor would these heroes of the task be glad \ 
For who can write so fast as men rmL'tnaJ ? 
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MT muse, proceed, and reach thy destined end *, 
Though toils and danger the bold task attend. 
Heroes and Gods make other poems fine \ 
Plain Satire calls for sense in every line : 
Then, to what swarms thy faults I dare expose ! 
All friends to vice znd fol/y are thy foes^ 
When such the foe, a war eternal wage j ^r^^^^s^v ^v 
nris most ill-nature to repress thy rage : 
And if these strains some nobler muse excite, 
I'll glory in the verse I did not write. 

So weak are human kind by nature made, 
Or to such weakness by their vice betray'd, ^^■ 

Almighty vanity /- to thee they owe *■' 

Their zest of pleasure, and their h/m of woe. 
Thou, like the sun, all colours dost contain, 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of Tain. 
For every soul finds reasons to be prpud, 
Tho' hiss'd and hooted by the pointing cr#wd. 
Warm in pursuit of foxes, and renown, 
*HippOLiTUS demands the sylvan crown ; 
But Florio's fame, the product of a shower. 
Grows in his garden, an illustrious flower ! 
Why teems the earth ? Why melt the vernal skies ? 
Why shines the sun ? To make fPaul Diack rise. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing stood, , 
And wondered how the Gods could be so good \ 
What shape ! What hue ! Was ever nymph so fair I 
He doats 1 he dies ! he too is rooted ther^. 
O solid bliss I which nothing can destroy, 
Except a cat, bird, snail, or idle boy. 



» TUis rcfiw to the first SaUrc. 
•j" Tlie name of a \ix\\\v 
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In fame^s full bloom lies Florio down at night. 
And wakes next day a most inglorious wight j 
The tulip's dead ! See thy fair sister's fate, 
O C— — ! and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are those enemies I mention'd, all ; 
Beware, O Florist, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine inclulg'd this noble flame ; 
A Quaker serv'd him, Adam was his name ; 
To one lov'd tulip oft the master went, 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture spent ; 
But came, and miss'd it, one ill-fated hour : 
He rag'd ! He rt a J ] "What damon cropt my flow'r J" 
Serene, quoth Adam, « Lo ! 'twas crush'd by me ; . 
« Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dst thy knee/* 

But all men want amusement ; and what crime 
In such a paradise to fool their time ? 
None : but why proud of this ? To fame they sDar } 
We grant they're id/e, if they'll ask no more. 

We smile at Florists, we despise their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy ^ 
But are those wiser whom we most. admire, 
Survey with envy, and pursue with fire ? 
What's he who sighs for wealth, or fame or pow'r i. 
Another Florio doating on a flower ; 
A short-liv'd flower ; and which has often sprung 
From sordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy smit ? 
The ^onv'r of learning, and the h/ocm of wit. 
Thy gaudy shelves with crimson bindings glow, 
And Epictetus is a perfect beau. 
How fit for thee ! bound up in crimson too. 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted ta the view ! 
Thy books zrefurntture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That science should be purchas'd by the yard ; 
And T N, tum'd upholsterer, send home 

The gilded leather to^ fit up thy room« 

If not to some peculiar end design'd, 
Studfs the specious trifiing oi tbe mmd \ 
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Or is at best a secondary aim, 
A chace for sport alone, an<l not For game. 
if so, sure they who the mere volume prize. 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. ' 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reduc'd his rent \ 
His farms were flown ; whan, loi a sale comes on, . 
A choice collection I what is to be done ? 
He sells his last ,- for he the whole witt buy ; 
Sells ev'n his house ; hay, wants whereon lo lie : 
So high the gen'rous ardour of the man 
For Romans^ Grteksy and Orientals ran. 
When terms were drawn, and brought him by the clerk, 
Lorenzo sign'd the bargain-«-with his mark. 
Unlearned men of books assume the care, 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fain 

Not in his author's liveries alone 
Is CoDRUs' erudite ambition sliown : 
Editipns various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be ^Ao«^i>/; 
And to this cost another must succeed 
To pay a sage, who says that he can read ; 
Who titles knows, and indexes has seen ; 
But leaves to ... what lies b^ween ; 

Of pompous books who sh«ns the proud eocpence. 
And humbly is contented with their sense. 

O , whose accomplishments make good 

The promise of a long-illustrious blood. 
In arts and manners eminently grac'd. 
The strictest honour! and the' finest taste t 
Accept this verse ; if Satire can agree 
With so consummate an bumimity. 

By your example would Hilario tsmrni^ 
How would it grace the talents of my friend. 
Who, with the charms of his own genius smtt. 
Conceives all virtues are comprised in wit \ 
But time his fervent petulence may cool ;• 
For though he is a nmt^ he is no fool. 
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In time bell learn to use, not waste, his seme ; 
Nor make ^frailty of an excellence. 
He spares nor friend, nor foe % but calls io mind. 
Like doonis'dayy all the faults of all mankind. 

What though voiit tickles ? tickling is unsafe. 
If still 'tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being smart. 
Would leave a sting within a brother's heart ? 
Parts may be prais'd, good nature is ador'd ; 
Then draw your nv'it as seldom as your sword ; 
And never on the weak ; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 
As in smooth oil the razor best is whet. 
So wit is hy politeness sharpest set : 
Their want of edge from their offence is seen ; 
Both pain us least when exquisitely keen. 
The/ame men give is for the Joy they find ; 
Dull is the Jester, when the joke's unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtless, thinks himself a wit^ 
To pay my compliment, what place so fit ? 
His most facetious ^letters came to hand. 
Which my First -Satire sweetly reprimand : 
If that zjust oflTence to Marcus gave. 
Say, Marcus, which art thou, a Fool, or Knave f 
For all but such with caution I forbore ; 
That thou wast either, I ne*er knew before : 
I know thee now, both what thou art, and who 4 
No mask so good, but Marcus mu^ shine through \ 
False names are vain, thy lines their author tell \ 
Thy best concealment had been writing well : 
But thou a brave neglect of fame hast shown. 
Of other/ fame, great genius ! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded ; and this maxim know. 
The man who pardons, disappoints his foe. 

In malice to proud wits, some promlly lull 
Th&r peevish reason -, vain of being dull ; 

* Letters sent to tlie aathor, siguetl Marci: s. 
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When some home joke has stung their soUmn souls, 

In vengeance thfey determine to befools ; 

Through spleen, that little nature gave, make less, 

Quite zealous in the way of heaviness ; 

To lumps inanimate a fondness take ; 

And disinherit sons that are awake. 

These, when their utmost venom they would spit, 

Most barbarously tell you — " H^s a wit J' 

Poor negroes^ thus, to shew their burning spite 

To cacodemons, say, they're devHish white, 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breast, 
Zighs o'er one child \ but triumphs in the rest. 
How just his grief I one carries in his head 
A less proportion of the father's lead ; 
And is in danger, without special grace. 
To rise above a justice of the peace. 
The dunghill-breed of men a diamond scorn. 
And feel a passion for a grain of corn ,• 
Some stupid) plodding, money-loving wight, 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white. 
Who with much pains, exerting all his sense, 
Can range aright his shillings, pounds, and pence. 
The booby father craves a lKK>by sou j 
And by Heav'n's blessing thinks hlmstM undone. 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea \ 
One learns to lisp ; another, n^ to see : 
Miss D , tottering, catches at your hand : 

Was ever thing so pretty born to stand ? 
Whilst these, what nature gave, disown, through pride, 
Others aflfect what nature has deny'd ; 
What nature ha^ deny'd, fools will pursue^ 
As apes are ever walking upon two, 

Crassus, ^grateful sage, our awe and sport ! 
Supports grave forms ; for forms the sage support. 
He hems ; and cries, with an important air, 
^« If yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair :" 
Then quotes the Stagyrite^ to prove it true ; 
And adds, « the learni'd delight in something new'* 
Vol. I. 8 
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Is*t not enough the blockhead scarce can read. 
But must he vtisely look, and gravely plead ? 
.As far 2i formalist from wisdom sits. 
In judging eyes, as libertines from ivits. 

These subtle wights (so blind are mortal men, 
lliough Satire couch them with her keenest pen) 
For ever will hang out a solemn face. 
To put oS nonsense with a better graces 
As pedlars with some hero's head make bold, 
Illustrious mark I where pms are to be sold. 
What's the bent brow, or neck in thought recKn'd ? 
The bodfs wisdom to conceal the mind. 
A man of sense can artifice disdain \ 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain >- 
And be this truth eternal, ne'er forgot. 
Solemnity s a cover for a sot. 
I find xhefool^ when I behold the shreen ; 
For 'tis th'e wise man's interest to be seen. 

Hence, , that openness of heart. 

And just disdain for that poor mimic art ; 
Hence (manly praise 1) that manner nobly free. 
Which all admire, and I commend, in thee. 

With generous scorn how oft hast thou survey *d ' 
Oi court and town the noontide masquerade ; 
Where swarms of knaves the vizor quite disgrace. 
And hide secure behind a naked face ? 
Where nature's end of language is declin'd, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind \ 
Where gen'rous hearts the greatest hazard run. 
And he who trusts a brother^ is undone ? 

These all their care expend on outward show 
For wealth and fame \ for fame alone, the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello seen ! 
How blank his look ! how discompos'd his mien ! 
So hard it proves in grief sincere to feign ! 
Sunk were his spirits ; for his coat was plain. 
Next day his breast regain'd its wonted peace \ 
His health was mended with a silver lace. 
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A curious artist, long inur'd to toils 

Of gentler sort, with combs, and fragrant oils^ 

Whether by chance, or by some god inspired. 

So touch'd his curh^ his mighty soul was fir'd. 

The welUswoln ties an equal homage claim. 

And either shoulder has his share of fame ; 

His sumptuous watch-case, though concealM it lieSj 

Like a good conscience, solid joy supplies. 

He only thinks himself (so far from vain !) 

St PE in wit, in breeding D — l— e. 

Whene'er, by seeming chance, he throws his eye 

On mirrors that reflect his Tyrian dye. 

With how sublime a transport leaps his heart ! 

But fate ordains that dearest friends must part. 

In active measures, brought from France, he wh^els>. 

And triumphs, conscious of his learned heels. 

So have I seen on some bright summer's day, 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay. 
Dance on the bank, as if inspired by fame,. 
Fond oi the pretty fellow in the stream. , 

Morose is sunk with shame, whene'er surprised 
In linen clean, or peruke undisguis'd. 
No sublunary chance his vestments fear ; 
Valu*d, like leopards, as their spots appear. 
A fam'd surtout he wears, which once was blue,^ 
And his foot swims in a capacious shoe ; 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
licvell'd her barb'rous needle at his fame : 
But open force was vain ; by night she went, 
And, while he slept surprised the darling rent :. 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt ;. 
And glory, at one entrance, quite shut out.* 

He scorns Florello, and Florello him ; 
This hates the fithy creature -, that, the prim : 
Thus, in each other, both these fools despise 
Their own dear selves, with undiscerning eyes j 



• Milton. 
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Their methods various, but alike their aim ; 
The sloven and thefaplifig are the same. 

Te whigs and tones ! thus it fares with you. 
When party-rage too warmly you pursue ; 
Then both club nonsense, and impetuous pride, 
And /blly joins whom sentiments divide. 
You vent your spleen, as monkeys, when they pass. 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glass ; 
While both are one : and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both sides shall stand for fools alone; 

" But who art thou ?*' methinks Florello cries } 
<* Of all thy species art Thou only wise ?" 
Since smallest things can give our sins a twitch. 
As crossing straws retard a passing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor shalt be ; 
ril conjure thus some profit out of thee, 
O THOU myself ! abroad our counsels roam. 
And, like ill husbands, take no care at home : 
Tliou too art wounded with the common dart, 
Aiul Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart ; 
hi\^ what wise means to gain it hast thou those ? 
Know, feme znd fortune both are made of prose. 
Is thy ambition sweating for a rhyme^ 
Thou unambitious fool, at thb late time ? 
While I a moment name, a moment's past ; 
I'm nearer death in this verse, than the last : 
Wliat then is to be done ? Be wise with speed \ 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what so foolish as the chance of fame ? 
How vain the prize ! how impotent our aim ! 
For what are men who grasp at praise sublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid stream of time. 
That rise, and fall, that swell, and are no more, 
Bcrn^ 2U[id forgot, ten thousand in an hour ? 
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MR. D O D I N G T O N. 
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LONG) DoDDiNGTON) in debt^ I long have sought 
To ease the burthen of my grateful thought ^ 
And now a poet's gratitude you see y 
Grant him two £avours> and he'll ask for three .- 
For who's the present glory, or the gain ? 
You give protection, I a worthless strain. 
You love and feel the poet's sacred flame. 
And know the basis of a solid fame \ 
Though prone to like, yet cautious to commend^. 
You read with all the malke of z friend ; 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone. 
But, more to raise my verse, conceal your own* 

An ill-tim'd modesty ! turn ages o'er, 
When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
Her learnings and her genius too, decays. 
And dark and cold are her declining days ; 
As if men now were of another cast. 
They meanly live on alms of ages past. 
Men still are men \ and they who boldly dare> 
Shall triumph o'er the sons of cold despair ; 
Or, if they fail, they justly still take place 
Of such who run in debt for their disgrace ; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known,. 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
We bring some new materials, and what's old 
New cast with care, and in no borronjSd mould %, 
Late times the verse may read, if these refuse j . 
And from sour critics vindicate the muse 
8* 
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" Your work is long," the critics cry. Tis true, 
And lengthens still, to take in fools like you : 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame ; 
For, grow but wise, you rob me of my game ; 
As hunted hagSy who, while the dogs pursue. 
Renounce their four legs, and start up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Niht 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodiht 
Will I enjoy, (dread feast !) the critic's rage. 
And with the fell destroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious foob are more to blame. 
Than those ^ho thunder in the critic's name ? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in this^ 
To see what wretches gain the praise they miss. 

Balbutius, muffled in his sable doak^ 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 
As ravens solemn, and as boding cries, 
<« Ten thousand worlds for the three unities l" 
Ye doctors sage, who through Parnassus teach^ 
Or quit the tub, or practise what you preach. 

One judges as the weather dictates ; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night : 
Another judges by a surer gauge. 
An ^uthor^ s principles^ or parentage ,• 
Since his great ancestors in Flanders fell. 
The poem doubtless must be wrhten well. 
Another judges by the writer's look ; 
Another judges, for he bought the book s 
Some judge, their knack oi judging wrong to keep ; 
Some judge, because it is too soon to sleep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one single aim, 
To gain themselves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very best ambitiously advise. 
Half to serve you, and half to pass for wise. 

Critics on verse, as squibs on triumphs wait. 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the state ; 
Hot, envious, noisy, proud, the scribbling fry. 
Burn, hiss, and bounce, waste paper, stink, and die. 
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Rail on, my friends ! what more my verse can crown 
Than Compion^s smile, and your obliging frown ? 

Not all on books their criticism waste : 
The genius of a dish some justly taste. 
And eat their way to fame / with anxious thought 
The salmon is refus'd, the turhoi bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the sun's delay, 
And bids December yield the fruits of May / 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
The business of their lives, that is — ta dine. 
Half of their precious day they give the feast i 
And to a kind digestion spare the rest* 
Apicius, here, the taster of the town. 
Feeds twice a week, to settle their renown* 

These worthies of the palate guard with care 
The sacred annals of their bills of fare / 
In those choice books th.Q\v panegyrics read. 
And scorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 
If man hj feeding well commences great. 
Much more the worm to whom that man is meat*^ 

To glory some advance a lying claim. 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame : 
Their front supplies what their ambition lacks \ 
They know a thousand lords, behind their backs. 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer. 
When turned away, with a familiar leer \ 

And H V eyes, unmercifully keen. 

Have niurder'd fops, by whom she ne'er was seen. 
Niger adopts stray libels ; wisely prone 
To covet shame still greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threescore. 
Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Absence of mind Brabantio turns to fame. 
Learns to mistake^ nor knows his brother's name \ 
Has words and thoughts in nice disorder set. 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, not knowing what adorns, or blots, 
^en forge the patentSy that, create them sots. 
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As love of pleasure into pain betrays. 
So most grow infamous thro' love of praise. 
But whence for praise can such an ardor rise^^ 
When those, who bring that incense, we despise ? 
For such the vanity of great and small, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 

Nor can ev'n Satire blame them ; for, 'tis true. 
They have most ample cause for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain I doubtless thou wast meant 
A nurse ol fools ^ to stock the continent. 
Tho' Phoebus and the Nine forever mow, 
Rank folly underneath the scythe will grow. 
The plenteous harvest calls me forward still, 
'Till 1 surpass in length my lawyer's bill ; 
A Weixh descent, which well-paid heralds damn ;, 
Or, longer still, a Dutchman's epigram. 
When, cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen. 
In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 

See TiTYRus,^ with merriment possest, 
Is burst with laughter, ere he hears the jest : 
What need he stay ? for when the joke is o'^er. 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of thes^y ye fair ! so great a dearth. 
That you need purchase monkeys for your mirth .^ 

Some, vain oi paintings ^ bid the world admire ; 
Of bouses some ; nay, houses that they hire i 
Some (perfect wisdom !) of a beauteous wife s 
And boast, like Cordeliers, a scourge for life. 

Sometimes, thro' pride, the sexes change their airs ; 
My lord has vapours ^ and my lady snvears ; 
Then, stranger still ! on turning of the wind, 
My lord nuears breeches y and my lady's kind. 

To show the strength, and infamy oi pride, 
By all 'tis followed, and by all den/d. 
What numbers are there, which at once pursue 
Praise, and the glory to contemn it, too ! 
ViNCENNA knows self 'praise betrays to shamey. 
And therefore lays a stratagem for fame v< 
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Makes his approach in modesty's disguise, 

To win applause ; and takes it by surprise. 

" To err," says he, *« in small things, is my fate." 

You know your answer, his exact in great. 

<« My stile ^^ says he, « is rude" and full of faults." 

But oh I what sense I what energy of thoughts / 

That he wants algebra, he must confess \ 

But not a soul to give our arms success. 

«« Ah ! that's a hit indeed," Vincenna cries ; 

«* But who in heat of blood was ever wise ? 

" I own 'twas wrong, when thousands caiFd me back, 

<* To make that hopeless, ill-ad vis'd, attack ; 

** All say, 'twas madness ; nor dare I deny ; 

" Sure never fool deserv'd so well to die. " 

Could this deceive in others, to be free, 
It ne'er, Fincenna^ could deceive in thee ; 
Whose conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 
So clear, the dullest cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou on om sleeve wilt thy revenues wear ; 

And haunt the court, without a prospect there. 

Are these expedients for renown ? Confess 

Thy little self x.h.7X I may scorn thee less, 
Ba wise, P^incennaf and the court forsake -, 

Our fortunes there, nor thou^ nor /, shall make. 

Ev'n men of merit y ere their point they gain, 

In hardy service make a long campaign y ' /s >v 

Most manfully besiege their patron's gate, If^ -..^^ 

And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great ^Z 

With painful art, and application warm, j^ 

And take, at last, some little place by storm j 

Enough to keep two shoes on Sunday clean. 

And starve upon discreetly, in Steer Lane^ 

Already this thy fortune can aflford ; * v 

Then starve without the favour of my lord. 

'Tis true, great fortunes some great men confer ; 

But often, ev'n in doing right, they err : 

From capriccy not from choice^ their favours come \ 

They give, but think it t§il to know to whom : 
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The man that's nearest, yawning^ tiiey advance : 
'Tis inhumanity to bless by chance. 
If merit sues, and greatness is so loth 
To break its downy trance, I pity both, 

I grant at court, PhilaiQDER, at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm and virtue she's possest : 
Philander ! thou art exquisitely blest ; 
The public envy ! Now then, 'tis allow'd, 
The man is found, who may he justly proud : 
But, see ! how sickly is ambition's taste ! 
Ambition feeds on trash, and loaths a feast ; 
For, lo ! Philander J of reproach afraid, 
In secret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs sell reputation ; others buy ; 
And love a market where the rates run high : 
Italian music's sweet, because *tis dear ; 
Their vanify is tickled, not their ear : 
Their tastes would lessen, if the prices fell, 
And Shakespeare's wretched stuff do quite as well 5 
Away the disenchanted fair would throng, 
And oivny that English is their mother tongue. 

To shew how much our northern tastes refine, 
Imported nymphs our peeresses outshine ; 
While tradesmen starve, these Philomels are gay ; 
For generous lords had rather give than pay. 

Behold the masquerade's fantastic scene ! 
The Legislature }om*d with Drury^lane I 
When Britain calls, th' embroider'd patriots run, 
And serve their country — if the dance is done. 
<« Are we not then allow'd to be polite r" 
Yes, doubtless ; but first set your notions right. 
Worthy of politeness is tfee needful ground ; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found. 
Triflers not e'en in tnfles can excel ; 
'Tis solid bodies only polish well. 

Great, chosen prophet ! For these latter days. 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways ! 
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Well, H— — R^'dost thou thy master serve ; 

Well has he seen his semuint should not starve. 

Thou to his name hast splendid temples rais'd j ' 

In various forms of nvorship seen him prais'd^ 

Gaudy devotion, like a Roman^sho'viij 

And sung sweet anthems in a tongue unknown. 

Inferior offerings to thy god of vice 

Are duly paid, in fiddles^ cards y and dice ; 

Thy sacrifice supreme, an hundred maids ! 

That solemn rite of midnight masquerades ! 

If maids the quite exhausted town denies, 

An hundred heads of cuckolds may suffice. 

Thou smiFst, well pleas'd with the converted land. 

To see th^ fifty churches at a stand. 

And that thy minister may never fail. 

But what thy hand has planted still prevail, 

Oi minor prophets a succession sure 

The propagation of thy zeal secure. 

See commons, peers, and ministers of state. 
In solemn council met, and deep debate ! 
What Godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 
What wonder open's on the expecting earth ? 
Tis done ! with loud applause the council rings ! 
Fix*d is the fate of whores znd fiddle-strings I 
Tho* bold these truths, thou,Muse, with truths like the|e» 
Wilt none offend, whom 'tis a praise to please : 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou. 
Like just tribunals^ bend an awful brow. 
How terrible, it were to common sense, 
To write a Satire^ which gave none offence ! 
And, since from life I take the draughts you see. 
If men dislike them, do they censure me ? 
The fool, and knave, 'tis glorious to offend. 
And Godlike an attempt the world to mend ; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall. 
Knaves know the game, and honest men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price i 
A man shall make his fortune in a trice, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



96 LOVE OF FAME, 

If blest ^th pliant, tho' but slender, sense. 

Feign 'd modesty, and real impudence : 

A supple knee, smooth tongue, an easy grace^ 

A curse within, a smile upon bis face ; 

A beauteous sister, or convenient wife. 

Are prices in the lottery of life ; 

Genius and virtue they will soon defeat. 

And lodge you in the bosom of the greaU 

To merit y is but to provide Tipain 

For men's refusing what you ought to gain. 

May, DoDiNGTON, this maxim feil in you. 
Whom my presaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole's conduct fir'd, and friendship grac'd. 
Still higher in your Prince s favour plac'd \ 
And lending, here^ those awfiil councils aid. 
Which you, abroad, with such success obey'd : 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendship dear ; 
What most we wish, with ease we fancy near. 
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SATIRE IV. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

SIR SPENCER COMPTON. 



ROUND some fair tree th* ambitious Woodbine gtows, 
And breathes her sweets on the supporting boughs ; 
So sweet the v^se^ th' ambitious verse, should be, 
(0 ! pardon mine) that hopes support from thee ; 
Thee, Compton, born o'er senates to preside, 
Their dignity to raise, their councils ^uide ; 
Deep to discern, and widely to survey. 
And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh ; 
Of distant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The Crowris assert er, and the Peoples friend : 
Nor dost thou scorn, amid sublimer views, 
To listen to the labours of the muse ; 
Thy smiles protect her, while thy talents jffr^. 
And 'tis but halfxhj glory io inspire* 
Vex'd at a public fame, so justly won. 
The jealous Chremes is with spleen undone 
Chremes, for airy pensions of renown^ 
Devotes his service to the State and Crown ; 
All schemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves, 
Tho' Britain^ s thankless, still this patriot loves : 
But patriots differ ; some may shed their blood. 
He drinks his coffee^ for the public good ; 
Consults the sacred steam, and there foresees 
What storms, or sun-shine. Providence decrees ; 
Knows, for each day, the tveather of our fate j 
A quid nunc is an almanac of State. 

You smile, and think this statesman void of use : 
Why may not time his secret worth produce ? 

Vol. I 9 
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Since apes can roast the choice Castanian Nut, ^ 
Since steeds of genius are expert at Put ,• 
Since half the Senate Not content can say. 
Geese nations save, and puppies plots betray. 

What makes him model realms, and counsel kings i 
An incapacity for smaller things : 
Poor Chremes can't conduct his own estate ^ 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes' skill. 
And boldly claims a province higher still : 
To raise a name, th* ambitious boy. has got. 
At once, a Bible, and a shoulder^hmt ; 
Deep in the secret, he looks thro' the whole. 

And pities the dull rogue that saves his soul; 
To talk with rev'rence you must take good heed. 
Nor shock his tender reason with the Creed : 

However well bred, in public he complies. 

Obliging friends alone with blasphemies. 
Peerage is poison, good estates are bad 

For this disease ; poor rogues run seldom mad. 

Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 

PiXidi falling stocks quite cur'd an unbelief? 

While the sun shines, Blunt talks with wondVous force ^ 

But thunder mars small beer, and iveak discourse. 

Such useful instruments the weather show. 

Just as their Mercury is high or low : 

Health chiefly keeps an Atheist in the dark ; 

A fever argues better than a Clarke : 

Let but the logic in his pulse decay. 

The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray ; 

While C mourns, with an unfeigned zeal, 

Th' apostate youth, who reasoned once so well. 
C , who makes so merry with the Creed, 

He almost thinks he disbelieves indeed i 

But only thinks so ; to give both their due, 

Satan, and he, believe, and tremble too. 

Of some for glory such the boundless rage. 

That they're the blackest scandtil of their age. 
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tJAVLCissvs the Tartarian cluiAischims '9 
Nay, a Free^masotiy with some terror, names \ 
Omits no duty ; nor can envy say, 
He miss'd, these many years, the Churchy or Play : 
He makes no noise in Parliament^ 'tis true j 
But pays his debts, zad visit, when 'tis due ; 
* His character and gloves are ever clean. 
And then, he can out-bow the bowing dean i 
A smile eternal on his lip he wears. 
Which equally the wise and worthless shares. 
In gay fatigues, this most undaunted chief, 
Patient of idleness beyond belief. 
Most charitably lends the town his/ace^ 
For ornament, in ev'ry public place ; 
As sure as cards, he to th' assembly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing rooms : 
When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are free. 
And, join'd to two, he fails not — to make three : 
Narcissus is the glory of his race j 
For who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my list, by nature were designed 
Such shining expletives of human kind. 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream along, 
Sense to be right, and passion to be wrong. 

To counterpoise this hero of the mode, 
Some for renown are singular and odd ; 
What other men dislike, is sure to please. 
Of all mankind, these dear antipodes i 
Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter still. 
And birth'days are their days of dressing ilL 

Arb — T is a fool, and F a sage, 

S — LY will fright you, E engage ', 

By nature streams run backward,^ flame descends, 

Stones mount, and S x is the worst of friends j 

They take their rest by day, and wake by nighty 
And blush, if you surprise them in the right ; 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A swan is white, of Q ■ — y is fair. 
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Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in fashion, but a fool that's out. 
His passion for absurdity so strong. 
He cannot bear a rivaJ in the wrong ; 
Tho' wrong the mode, comply ; moro sense h shewn 
In wearing other/ follies, than your own. 
If what is out of fashion jnost you prize, 
Methinks you should endeaTOur to be wise. 
But what in oddness can be more sublime 
Than S ■ ■■ , the foremost toyman of his time ? 
His nice ambition lies in' curious fancies. 
His daughter's portion a rich shell enhances. 
And Ashmole's baby-house, is, in his Tiew, 
Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru I 
How his eyes languish ! how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat, which Joseph never wore ! 
He shews» on holidays^ a sacred pin, 
That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd queen Bess's cliin. 

« Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
« Since that great plague that swept as many more, 
" Was ever year unblest as thu /"' he'll cry, 
«« It has not brought us one new butterjly .'" 
In times that suffer such learn'd men z&these^ 
Unhappy I y ! how came you to please ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game ; 
But, in effect, his chace is much the same \ 
Warm in pursuit, he levees all the great. 
Staunch to the foot of title and estate : 
Where e'er their lordships go, they never find 
Or Li CO, or their shadows, lag behind ; 
He sets them sure, where e'er their lordships mn, 
Close at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 
As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
AnAfame was, like z fever, to be caught : 
But after seven years dance, from place to place. 
The ^Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 

* A naniik dog of the Dake ^Arff^U. 
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Who'd be crutch to prop a rotten peer ; 
Or \Wmgpendant dangling at his-ear^ 
For ever whispering secrets, which were blown 
For mcmths before, by trumpets, thro' the town ? 
Who'd be zglassy with flattering grimacej 
Still to reflect the temper of his face ; 
Or happy pin to stick upon his sleeve. 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchsafes // leave } 
Or cushiony when his heaviness shall please 
To loll, or thump it, for his better ease ; 
Or a vile butt^ for noon, or night, bespoke. 
When the peer rashly swears he'll club his joke ? 
Who'd shake with laughter, tho' he could not find 
His lordship's jest \ or, if his nose broke wind. 
For blessings to the gods profoundly bow, 
That can cry, Chimney siveepy or drive a plough ? 
With terms Hke these, how mean the tribe that close I 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like these, impose. 

But what's the tribe most likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye ; 
The writing tribe, who shameless auctions hold. 
Of praise, by inch of candle to be sold : 
All men they flatter, but themselves the most, 
With deathless fame, their everlasting boast : 
For fame no cully makes so much her jest. 
As her old constant spark, the bard profest. 
<« B— LB shines in council, M — — t in the sight, 
<< P — L — -m's magnificent \ but I can write, 
«« And what to my great soul like glory dear ?" 
Till some god whispers in his tingling car, 
Ihaxfam^s unwholsome taken without meat^ 
And Ufe is best sustain'd by what is eat : 
Grown lean, and wise, he curses what he writ. 
And wishes all his wants were in his wit. 

Ah ! what avails it, when his dinner's lost. 
That his triumphant name adorns zpost ? 
Or that hit shining page (provoking fate !) ^ 

2)</2nM^ Sirloins, which sons of dttlnessAzt/ '^ 
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What foe to verse without compasskm hean^ 
What cruel prose^man can refrain from tears. 
When the poor muse, for less than half a crown> 
A prostitute on every bulk in town. 
With other whores undone, tho' twt in print. 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye bards ! why will you sing, ^ho* uninspir'd ? 
Te bards I why will you Harve^ to be admired f 
Defunct by Phoebus' laws, beyond redress. 
Why will your spectres hauat the frighted press \ 
Bad metre, that emresance of the head. 
Like hahr^ will sprout, sAtho' the poet's dead. 

All other trades demand^ ver8&-makers hegt 
A dedication is a wooden leg ; 
A barren Labeo^ the true mumper's £ishion. 
Exposes h9rrmjifd brats to move compassion. 
Tho' such myself, vile bards I discommend ^ 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damok is my friends 
*< Is't then a crime to write /*" —If talent rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear : 
For some, tho' few, there are large-minded men. 
Who watch unseen the labours of the pen v 
Who know the muse's worth, and therefore court. 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her support ^ 
Who serve, unask'dy the least pretence to wit ; 
My sole excuse, alas ! for having writ. 

A LE true wit is studious 'to restore ; 

And D T smiles, if Phoebus smil'd before j 

P KE in years the long-loVd arts admires> 

And Henrietta like a muse inspires. 

But, ah ! not inspiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languish for in vain. 
How mad their aim, how thirst for glory, strive 
To grasp, what no man can possess alive I 
Fame's a reversion in which men take place 
(O late reversion !) at their own decease^ 
This truth sagacious Lintot knows so well. 
He starveshh authors, that their works oaay seU. 
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Thztfame is weabi, ^tastic poets cry ; 
That wealth is^iwc>. another clan reply ; 
Who know no guilt, no scsmdal, but in ragsf 
And sweliin just proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old. 
Think gloiy nothing but the beams of gold; 
The first young lord, which in the Mall you meet. 
Shall match the veriest huncks in Lombar(Lstr$et, 
From rescu'd candles' ends, who raised a sum. 
And starves to join a penny to tl plumb. 
A beardless miser ! Tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a scandal all our own. 

Of ardent lovers, the true modern band. 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. , 
For love, young, noble, rich, Castalio dies : 
Name but the fair, love swells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down ; 
No rival can prevail, — but half a crown. 

He glories to late times to be conveyed. 
Not for the poor he has relieved, but made : 
Not such ambition his great father fir'd. 
When Harry conquerM, and hM France expir'dfc) 
He'd be a slave, a pimp, a dog, for gain : 
Nay, a dull sheriff for his golden chain. 

« Who'd be a slave ?" the gallant colonel cries. 
While love of glory sparkles from his eyes : 

To deathless fame he loudly pleads his right, 

Just is his title, — for he will not fght : 
AU soldiers valour y all divines have grace^ 
As maids of honour beauty ^ — by their place :■ 
But, when indulging on the last campaign. 
His lofty terms climb o*er the hills of slain ; 
He gives the foes he slew, at each vain word, 
A sweet revenge ^ and half absolves his sword. 

Of boasting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A soldier should be modest as a maid: 
Fame is a bubble the reserv'd enjoy ; 
Who strive to grasp it, as they touchy destroy: 
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Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree ; 
But if you pay yourself, the world is free. 

Were there no tongue to speak them but his own, 
Augustus' deeds in arms had ne'er been known* 
Augustus' deeds ! if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and misguides his aim. 
Such is the Prince's worth, of whom I speak. 
The Roma9 would not blush at the mistake. 
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SATIRE V. 

ON 

WOMEN.' 

fairest of creation I last and best 
Of all God's nvorhs I Creature in whom excelVd 
iVhatever can to sights cr thought^ he formed 
Holyy divine, good, amiahUy or sweet ! 
How art thou lost ! MiLTON. 



NOR reigns ambition in bold man alone ; 
^oh female hearts the rude invader own : 
But therey indeed, it deals in nicer things. 
Than routing armies^ and dethroning kings : 
Attend, and you discern it in the fair 
Conduct ^ finger y or reclaim a hair 5 
Or roll the luci^ orbit of an eye ; 
Or, in full joy, elaborate a sigh. 

The sex we honour, tho' their faults we blame ; 
Nay, thank their faults for such z fruitful theme : 
A theme, fair ' ! doubly kind to me. 
Since satirising those is praising thee ; 
Who would'st not bear, too modestly refin'd, 
A panegyric of a grosser kind. 

Britannia's daughters, much more fair than nis^^ 
Too fond of admiration, lose their price 5 
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarnish to the sated sight : 
As unrcserv'd, and beauteous, as the sun. 
Through every sign of vanity they run i 
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AsjemblieSy Parks ^ coarse feasts in City^halls^ 
Lectures^ and Trials^ Plajs^ Committees^ Ballsy 
Wellsi Bedlams^ Executions f Smithfield scenes. 
And Fortune-tellers Caves, and Lions Dens, 
TavernSf Exchanges, Bridewells, Draiuin^^rooms, 
Installmmtts, Pillories, Coronations, Tombs, 
Tumblers, and Funerals, Puppet-shews, Reviews, 
Sales, races. Rabbits, (and sull stranger !) Pews. 

Clarinda's bosom bums, but bums for Fame ; 
And Love lies vanquish'd in a nobler fiTime ; 
Warm gleams of hopashe, now, dispenses ; then. 
Like y^pril suns, dives into clouds again : 
With all her lustre, now, her lover warms •, 
Then, out of ostentation, hides her charms : 
Tis, next, her pleasure sweetly to complain. 
And to be taken with a sudden pain ; 
Then, she starts up, all extacy and bliss. 
And is, sweet soul ! just as sincere in this : 
O how she rolls her charming eyes in spite I 
And looks delightfully with all her might ! 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wise, 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 

Zara resembles ^tna crown'd with snows ; 
Without she freezes, and within she glows : 
Twice ere the sun descends, with 2eal inspired. 
From the vain converse of the world retir'd. 
She reads the psalms and chapters for the day. 

In Cleopatra, or the last new play. 

Thus gloomy Zara, with a solemn grace. 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 

Nor far beneath her, in renown j is she, 
Who, through good-breeding, is ill company ; 
Whose manners will not let her larum cease. 
Who thinks you are unhappy, vf hen at peace ; 
To find you mews, who racks her subtle head. 
And vows — that her great-grand^/athfr is dead, 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear ; 
But 'tis a task indeed to learn — to bear : 
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In that tbe^iU of conversation lies j 

That shewSi or makesj you both polite and wise. 

Xantippe, cries, " Let nymphs, who nought omaay^ 
" Be lost in silence^and resign the day ; 
« And let the guilty wife her guilt confess, 
« By tame behaviour, and a soft address 5'* 
Through virtue, jie refuses to comply 
With all the dictates of humanity ; 
Through wisdom, she refuses to submit 
To wisdom's rules, and raves to prove their tvit ,• 
Then, her unblemish'd honour to maintain. 
Rejects her husband's kindness with disdain : 
But if, by chance, an ill- adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary loitl. 
Her darling china, in a whirlwind sent. 
Just intimates the lady's discontent. 

Wine may indeed excite the meekest dame 5 
But keen Xantippe, scorning horroid'd flame. 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
O^er cooling gruel , and composing tea : 
Nor rests by night, but, more sincere than nice. 
She shakes the curtains with her kind advice : 
Doubly, like echo, sound is her delight. 
And the last word is her eternal right, 
Is't not enough, plagues, wars, and famines, rise 
To lash our crimes, but must our wives be nvise P 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 
" Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong : 
What black, what ceaseless cares besiege our state I 
What strokes we feel from fancy, and from fate ! 
If fate forbears us, fancy strikes the Wow 5 
We make misfortune 5 suicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid ! unnecessary skill ! 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the noon, how oft the midnight, bell, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with solemn knell, 
On folly's errands, as we vainly roam, 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from home ! 
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Men drop so fast, «re life's mid stage we tready 
Few know so many friends alive^ as deaJ* 
Tet, as immortaly in our up-hill chace. 
We press coy fortune with unslackc;p'd pace ; 
Our ardent labours for the toys we seek. 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week : 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between satiety ^Jid fierce desire. 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 
But one s 2 female friend's endearing smile ; 
A tender smile, our sorrows' only l^lm^ 
And, in life's tempest, the sad sailor's calm. 

How haye I seen a gentle nymph draw nigh. 
Peace in her air, persuasion in her eye ; 
Victorious tenderness ! it all o'ercame. 
Husbands look'd mild, and savages grew tame. 

The Sylvan race our active nymphs pursue i 
Man b not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields theit glory they comj^ete ; 
There Master Betty leaps a five-bar'd gate \ 
While £dr Miss Charles to toilets is connn'd. 
Nor rashly tempts the barb'rous sun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed. 
And volt from hunters to the managed steed : 
Command his prancings with a martial air. 
And FoBERT has the forming of the Fair, 

Afore than one steed must Delia's empire feel. 
Who sits triumphant o'er the flying ivheel ; 
And as she guide it thro' th' admiring throng. 
With what an air she smacks the silken thong ! 
Graceful as John, she moderates the reins. 
And whistles sweet her diuretic strains : 
Sesostris like, such charioteers as these 
May drive six hamess'd monarchs^ if they please : 
They drive i rov)^ run^ with love of glory smit, 
hfap^ s^wintf shoot fiyingf and pronounce on wit. 

O'ar the Belie-iettre lovely Daphne reigns ^ 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains: 
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With legs toss'd high, on her sofa she sits, 
Vouchsafing audience to contending wits : 
Of each performance she's the final test j 
One act read o'er, she prophecies the rest j 
And then, pronouncing with decisive air. 
Fully convinces all the town — ske^sfatr. 
Had lovely DiiPHNE Hecatessa's face. 
How would her elegance of taste decrease ! 
Some Izdies* judgment in their Jeatures lies. 
And all their genius sparkles from their eyes, 

" But hold," she cries, " lampooner ! have a care ; 
" Must I want common sense, because Fm fair. ?*' 
O no : see Stella ; her eyes shine as bright. 
As if her tongue was never in the right j 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire ! 
She seems inspired, and can herself inspire : 
How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publish, and could she forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to sense, 
Nor is't a sanction for impertinence. 

Sempronia lik'd her man'; and well she might ; 
The youth in person, and in parts, was bright j 
Possess'd of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art. 
That claims just empire o'er the female heart : 
He met her passion, all her sighs return'd, 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, burn'd : 
Large his possessions, and beyond her own ; 
Their bliss the theme, and envy of the town : 
The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more. 
In stepp'd, deform'd, debauched, diseas'd, threescore. 
The fatal sequel I, through shame, forbear : 
Ofpride^ and avWicejVfho can cure the fair ? 

Man's rich with little, were his judgment true ; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few j 
Those few wants answer'd, bring sincere deliglits ; 
But fools create themselves new appetites : 
Fancy, and pride, seek things at vast expence. 
Which relish not to reas»ny nor to sense. 

Vox. I. 10 
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When surfeit^ or untbanhfulnessj destroys. 

In natures narrow sphere, our solid joys, 

Infancfs airy land of noise and show. 

Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures, grow \ 

hike cats in air-pumps^ to subsist we strive 

On joys too thin to keep the soul alive. 

Lemira's sick ; make haste ; the doctor call : 
He comes ; but where's his patient ? At the balL 
The doctor stares ; her woman curtsies low. 
And cries, ** My Lady, Sir, is always so : 
<< Diversions put her maladies to flight : 
«< True, she cant standi but she can dance all night : 
« I've known my lady (for she loves a tune) 
«* YoY fevers take an opera in June : 
« And, though perhaps you'll think the practice bold, 
<« A midnight Park is sovereign for a cold ; 
*< With cholicsy breakfasts of green fruit agree ; 
« With indigestions^ supper just at three.'* 
A strange alternative, replies Sir Hans, 
Must women have a doctor^ or a dance ? 
Though sick to death, abroad they safely roam. 
But droop and die, in perfect health, at home : 
For want — ^but not of health, are ladies ill ; 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor* s pilL 

Alas, my heart ! how languishingly fair 
Ton lady lolls ! With what a tender air ! 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when. 
O'er darling lines, fell Gibber waves his pen. 
Is her lord angry, or has * Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the mask forbid ? 
«< Late sitting up has turn'd her roses white.'* 
Why went she not to bed ? « Beeause*^as nightJ* 
Did she then dance, or play ? « Nor this, nor that.** 
Well night soon steals away in pleasing chat. 
*< No, all alone, her prafrs she rather chose ; 
'< Than be that wretch to sleep till morning rose." 

* Lap-ilog. 
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Then Lady Cynthia, mistress of the shade. 
Goes, with Xh^ fashionable owls, to bed : 
This her pride covets, this her health denies ; 
Her soul is silly, but her body's wise. 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive,^ 
And triumph in the bloom oififty-five. 
You, in the morning, zfair nymph invite ; 
To keep her word, a brown one comes at night : 
Next day she shines in glossy black ; and then 
Revolves into her native red again r 
Like a dove's neck, she shifts her transient charmff, 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 

But one admirer has the painted lass \ 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glass : 
Yet Laura's beautiful to such excess. 
That all her art scarce makes her please us less. 
To deck the female cheek, HE. only knows. 
Who paints less fair the Uly^ and the rose. 

How gay the^ smile ! Such blessings nature pours, 
O'erstock'd mankind enjoy but half her stores :• 
In distant wilds, by human eyes unseen. 
She rears her flow'rs, and spreads her velvet green : 
Pure girgling rills the lonely desart trace. 
And nvaste their music on the savage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bliss ? 
Repine we guiltless in a world like this ^ 
But our lewd tastes her lawful charms re&se. 
And painted arfs deprav'd allurements chuse. 
Such Fulvia's passion for the town ; fresh air 
(An odd eflfect !) gives vapours to the fair ; 
Green fields, and^ady groves, and chrystal springs, 
And larks, and nightingales are odious things ; 
But smoke, and dust, and noise, and crowds, delight \ 
And to be pressed to death, transports her quite :-. 
Where silver riv'lets play through flow'ry meads. 
And woodbines give their sweets, and limes their shad^s^ 
Black kennels' absent odours she regrets, 
And stops her nose at beds of violets. 
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Is stormy life prefer^d to the serene ? 
Or is the public to the private scene ? 
Retired, we tread a smooth and open way ; 
Through briars and brambles in the wor/d we stray ; 
S/j^ opposition, and perplex d debate. 
And tborny care, and rani and stinging hate. 
Which choke our passage, our career controul. 
And wound the firmest temper of our souL 
O sacred solitude ! divine retreat ! 
Choice of the Prudent ! envy of the Great ! 
By thy pure stream, or in thy waving shade. 
We court fair wisdom, that celestial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth !) zte innocence and peace : 
Tkerey from the ways of men laid safe ashore. 
We smile to hear the distant tempest roar ; 
There^ bless'd with health, with business unperplex'd. 
This life we relish, and ensure the next ; 
There too the Muses sport ; these numbers free, 
Pierian Eastbury ! I owe to thee. 

There sport the Muses ,• but not there alone : 
Their sacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit j 
A wit herself, Amelia weds a wit : 
Both wits ! though miracles are said to cease, 
Three days, three wondVous days ! they liv'd ia peace \ 
With the fourth sun a warm dispute arose, 
Oa Dorfey's poesy, and Bunya^'s prose : 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 

Phoebe, though she possesses nothing less. 
Is proud of being rich in happiness : 
Laboriously pursues delusive toys. 
Content with pains, since they're reputed joys. 
With what well acted transport will she say, 
« Well, sure, we were so happy yesterday ! 
*« And then that charming party for to-morrow /" 
Though, well she knows, 'twill languish into sorrow : 
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But ^he dares never boast the present hour ; 
So gross that cheat, it is bevond her power : 
For such is or our weakness, or our curse. 
Or rathef such our crime, which still is worse. 
The present moment, like a wife, we shun. 
And ne'er enjoy, because it is our own. 

Pleasures are few, and fewer w^ enjoy ; 
Pleasure, like quicksilver^ is hrightf and coy r 
We strive to grasp it with our utmost skill,. 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters still : 
If seiz'datlast, compute your mighty gains ; 
What is it, but rank poison in your veins ? 

As Flavia in her glass an angel spies. 
Pride whispers in her ears pernicious lies ; 
Tells her, while she surveys a face so fincj. 
There's no satiety of charms divine : 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang*d appears 
Her temper, and she melts (sweet soul !) in tears r 
She, fond and young, last week, her wish enjo/d, 
In soft amusement all the night employed ; 
The morning came, when Strephon, waking, found 
(Surprising sight !) his bride in sorrow drown'd. 
" What miracle," says Strephon, <« makes thee weep ?'* 
^ Ah, barb'rous man !'* she cries, « how could your 
« sleep r 

Men love a mistress^ as they love z feast ,• 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taste; 
Yet sure there is a certain time of day. 
We wish our mistress, and our meat, away : 
But soon the sated appetites return. 
Again our stomachs crave, our bosoms burn : 
Eternal Love let man, then, never swear ; 
Let women never triumph^ nor despair ; 
Nor praise, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill j 
Hunger and Love are foreign to the ivilL 

There is indeed a passion mcnre refin'd. 
For those few nymphs whose charms are of the mind : 
10* 
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But not of that unfashionable set 
Is Phyllis ; Phyllis and her Damon naet. 
Eternal Love exactly hits her taste ; 
Phyllis demands eternal love at least. 
Embracing Phyllis with soft-smiling eyes. 
Eternal Love I vow, the swain replies : 
But say, my All^ my Mistress, and my friend I 
What day next week th' Eternity shall end ^ 

Some nymphs prefer astronomy to love : 
Elope from mortal man^ and range above* 
The fair philosopher to Rowley flies, , 
Where, ip a box, the whole creation lies : 
She sees the planets in their turns advance, 
And scorns, PoiTjER, thy sublunary dance : 
Of Dbsagulier she bespeaks fresh air ; 
And Whiston has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries ! 
'Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 
But though to day this rage of science reigns, 
(O fickle sex !) soon end her learned pains. 
Lo ! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got. 
Turns out the stars, and Newton is a sot. 

To I turn ; she never took the height 

Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. 
She strikes each point with native force of mind. 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to sight, and elegant to thought. 
The great are vanquished, and the wise are taught. 
Her breeding finished, and her temper sweet. 
When serious, easy ; and when gay, discreet ; 
In glitt'ring scenes, o'er her own heart, sincere i 
In crowds, collected ; and in courts, severe ; 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well understood^ 
She takes a noble pride in doing good ; 
Yet not superior to her sex's cares. 
The mode she fixes by the gown she wears ; 
Oi silks and china she's the last appeal j 
In these great points she leads the common weal \ 
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And if disputes of empire rise between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen^ 
Tis doubt ! 'tis darkness ! till suspended fate 
Assumes her nod, to close the grand debate. 
When such her mind, why will the fair express 
Their emulation only in their dress i 

But, oh ! the nymph that mounts above the skiesy 
And, gratis^ clears religious mysteries, 
Resolv'd the church's welfare to ensure. 
And make her family a sinecure : 
The theme divine at cards she'll not forget. 
But takes in texts of Scriptijre at ptcquet : 
In those licentious meetings a£ls the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 
What angels would those be, who thus excel 
In theologies, could they sew as well ! 
Yet why should not the fair her text pursue I 
Can she more decently the doctor woo ? 
^Tis hard, too, she who makes no use but chat 
Of her religion, should be barr'd in that. 

Isaac, a brother of the canting strain, 
When he has knock'd^at his own skull in vain,^ 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. . 
O how his pious soul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in woman-kind ! 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture he 
Hangs on her bhom^ like an industrious bee ; 
Hums round about her, and with all his power 
Extracts sweet wisdom from so fair ^jknver I 

The young and^^^ declining, Appia flies 
At nobler game, the mighty znd the wise: 
By nature more an eagle than a ilovef 
She impiou$ly prefers the world to love. 

Can wealth give happiness ? look round, and iee 
What gay distress ! What splendid misery ! 
Whatever fortune lavishly can peur. 
The mind annihilates and calls for more^ 
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Wealth is a cheat ; believe not what it says ;• 
I-ike any lord it promises — 2nd pays. 
How will the miser startle, to be told 
Of such a wonder j as insolvent gold ! 
What nature wants has an intrinsic weight ; 
All more^ is but the fashicm of the plate, 
Which, for one moment, charms the £ckle view j. 
It charms us now ; anon we cast anew ; 
To some firesh birth oi fancy more inclined : 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Mistaken lovers, who make worth their care. 
And think accomplishments will win the fair : 
Theyjj/V, 'tis true, by genius should be won. 
As ^^?wVx unfold their beauties to the sun 5 
And yet in female scales a fop outweighs. 
And wit must wear the wil/ow and the hays. 
Nought shines so bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, arid perfidy ; 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd, 
And kiird his man, and triumphed o'er his maid ; 
For him, as yet unhang'd, she spreads her charms^. 
Snatches the dear destroyer to her arms ; 
And amply gives, (though treated long amiss) 
The man of merit his revenge in tkis^ 
If you resent, and wish a woman ill. 
But turn her o'er one moment to- her w//. 

The languid \2idy next appears in state. 
Who was not bom to carry her own weight ; 
She lolls, reels, staggers, till some foreign aid 
To her own stature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to so severe di doom. 
She, by just stages j journeys round the room ; 
But, knowing her own weakness, she despairs 
To scale the Alps — that is, ascend the stairs. 
My fan ! let others say, who laugh at toil ; 
Fan ! hood I glove ! scarf ! is lier laconic stile ;; 
And that is spoke with such a dying fall. 
That B^tty rather, .t^^j, than bears the call : 
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The motion of her lips, and meaning eye. 

Pierce out th' idea her faint words deny. 

O listen with attention most profound ! 

Her voice is but the shadow of a sound. 

And help ! Oh help ! her spirits are so dead^ 

One hand scarce lifts the other to her head. 

If, there, a stubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 

She pants ! She sinks away ! and is no more* f 

Let the robust, and the gigantic carve^ >^ 

Life is not worth so much, she'd rather starve : 

But chew she must herself; ah cruel fate ! 

That Rosalinda can't by proiey eat. ^^ 

An antidote in female caprice lies '^% 

(Kind heaven !) against the poison of their eyes* "^ 

Thalestris triumphs in a manly mien ; \ 

Loud is her accent, and her phrase obscene. 
In fair and open dealing w here's the shame ? 
What nature dares to give, she dares to natfie* •■■^ 

This honest fellow is sincere and plain, 
And justly gives the jealous husband pain. 
(Vain is the task to petticoats assign'd, .- ^ * 

If wanton language shews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath supplies the vacancies of sense. 
Hark ! the shrill notes transpierce the yielding air. 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to swear. 
By Jove, is faint, and for the simple swain ; 
She, on the christian system, is profane. 
But though the volley rattles in your ear, 
Believe her dress,, she's not a grenadier. 
If thunder's awful how much more our dread. 
When Jove deputes a lady in his stead ? 
A lady I pardon my mistaken pen, 
A shameless woman is the worst of men. 

Few to good-breeding make a just pretence \ 
Good-breeding is the blossom of good sense ; 
The last result of an accompUsh'd mind, 
With outward grace, the bidfs virtue^ joined. 
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A violated decency now reigns 5 

And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 

With Chinese painters modern toasts agree, 

The point they aim at is deformity : 

They throiv their persons with a hoyden air 

Across the room, and toss into the chair. 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 

They, for our manners, have exchang'd their own. 

The modest look, the castigated grace, 

The gentle movement, and slow measur'd pace. 

For which her lovers dydy her ^zvenis pray dy 

Are indecorums with the modern moid. 

8tifF forms are bad ; but let not worse intrude, 

Nor conquer art and nature ^ to be rude. 

Modern good-breeding carry to its height. 

And lady D ■■ -'s self will be polite. 

Ye rising fait" ! ye bloom of Britain's isle \ 
When high-born Anna, with a.softenM smile. 
Leads on your train, and sparkles at your head. 
What seems most hard, is, not to be well bred*.. 
Her bright example with success pursue, 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 

But adoration ! give me something more^ 
Cries Lyce, on the borders oi three score : 
Nought treads so silent as the foot of time ; 
Hence we mistake our autumn for our prime ; 
■^Tis greatly wise to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news, that we grow old. 
Autumnal Ltc£ carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breast a mistress marms, 
Who looks through spectacles to see your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 
And with his spade the sexton marks the ground. 
Intent not on her own, but others' doom. 
She plans new conquests, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has summon'd sprites away, 
She walks at noon, and blasts the bloom of day. 
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Cay rainbow silks her mellow charms infold. 
And nought of Lyce but herself is old. 
Her grizzled locks assume a smirking grace, 
And art has itueird her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her strange demand no mortal can approve. 
We'll ask her blessings but can't ask her love. 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herself) at ninetynine. 

O how unlike her is the sacred age 
Of prudent Portia ! Her grey hairs engage ; 
Whose thoughts are suited to her life's decline : 
Virtues the paint that can with nvrinkles shine, 
llaat, and that only^ can old age sustain \ 
Which yet all wish, nor know they wish for /^/». 
Not num'rous are our joys, when life is new \ 
And yearly some are falling of the^w ,• 
fiut when we con<|uer life's meridian stage. 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop apace ; by nature some decay, . 
And some the blasts oi fortune s^ep away j 
Till naked quite of happiness* wud 
We call for death, and shtlter in a shroud. 

Where's Portia now ? — But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouch'd their early grief can view. 
Like blushing rose-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 
Who into shelter takes their tender bloom. 
And forms their minds to flee from ills to come ? 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide. 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide ; 
Fancy ztid passion t^ss it to and fro ; 
Awhile torment, arid than quite sink in woe. 
Ye beauteous orphans, since in silent dust 
Your best example lies, my precepts trust. 
Life swarms with ills ; the boldest are afraid ; 
Where then is safety for a tender tnaid P 
Unfit for conflict, round beset with woes. 
And man, whos^ least she fears, her worst of foes 1 
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When kind most cmel ; when obliged the most. 

The least obliging ; and by favours lost. 

Cruel by nature, they for kindness hate ; 

And scom you for those ills themselves create. 

If on your fame our sex a blot has thrown, 

*Twill ever stick, through malice of your own. 

Most hard ! in pleasing your chxef glory lies ; 

And yet from pleasing your chief dangers rise : 

Then please the Best ; and know, for men of sense. 

Your strongest charms are native innocence. 

Art on the mind, like paint upon the face. 

Fright him, that's worth your love, from your embrace. 

In simple manners all the secret lies *, 

Be kind and virtuous, you'll be blest and wise. 

Vain shew and noise intoxicate the brain. 

Begin with giddiness^ and end in pain. 

Affect not empty £ame, and idle praise. 

Which, all those wretches I describe, betrays. 

Tour sex's glory 'tis, to shin« unknown : 

Of all applause, be fondM| oi your own. 

Beware the fever of the Wntil that thirst 

With which the age is eminently curst : 

To drink of pleasure, but inflames desire ; 

And abstinence alone can quench the fire ; 

Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb 5 

Give peace in band: and promise bliss to come. 
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SATIRE VI. 

O N 

WOMEN. 

Inscribed to the Right Honourable the 
LADY ELIZABETH GERMAINE. 

Inter dum tamen isf tollit comosdia vocem* Hon.. 



I SOUGHT a patroness, but sought in vain> 
Apollo whisper'd in my ear — " Germaine.'* — 
I know her not. — *< Your reason's somewhat odd \ 
« Who knows his patron, now ?" reply'd the god. 
*< Men write, to me^ and to the ivorldy unknown 5 
«« Then steal great names, to shield them from the tow«i, 
« Detected worthy like beauty disarray'd, 
*< To covert flies, oi praise itself afraid : 
« Should she refuse to patronize your lays, 
** In vengeance write a volume in her praise. 
<< Nor think it hard so great a length to run ; 
« When such the theme, 'twill easily be done.'^ 

Ye fair 1 to draw your excellence at length. 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human strength ; 
You, here J in miniature your picture see ; 
Nor hope from Zincks more justice than from mt. 
My portraits grace your mindi as his your side ,• 
His portraits will tnflamey mine quen/hy your pride : 
He's deary you frugal ,• choose my cheaper lay ; 
And be your reformation aH my pay. 

Vol. I. 11 
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Lavima h polite f but not profane; 
To Church as constant as to Drury-lane. 
She decently, inform^ pays hcav'n its due ; 
And makes a civil visit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a solemn air, 
Conceals her face, vfhxch passes for z prayer : 
Curtsies to curtsies, then, with grace, succeed ; 
Not one the fair omits, but at the Creed : 
Or if she joins the Service, 'tis to spe/ik ; 
Thro' dieadful silence the pent heart might break : 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away 
To God himself, and fondly think they pray. 
But sweet their accent, and their air refined ; 
For they're before their Maker — and manhnd : 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himself will toll the parish bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred, 

Drusa receives her visitants in bed ; 

But, chaste as ice, this Vesta ^ to defy 

The very blackest tongue of calumny, 
, When from the sheets her lovely form she lifts. 

She begs joxxjust wou'd turn you ^ while she shifts. 
Those charms are greatest which decline the sight. 

That makes the banquet poignant and polite. 

There is no wcman^ where there's no reserve ; 

And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers starve. 

But with a modern fair, meridian merit 

Is a fierce thing, they call a nymph of spirit. 

Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye ; 

And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 

«< Or if you take a lion by the beard*, 

<< Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard. 

<< Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Russian bear,* 

First niake your willy and then converse with her. 

This lajdy glories in profuse expeiice ; 

And thinks distraction is magnificence.^ 



* Shakespea-re. 
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To beggar her gallant, is some delight ;' 
To be more fatal still, is exquisite ,• 
Had ever nymph such reason to be glad ? 
In duel fell two lovers ; one run mad. 
Her foes their honest execrations pour ; 
Her lovers only should detest her more. 
Flavia is constaRt to her old gallant, 
And generously supports him in his want ; 
But marriage is a fetter, is a snare, 
A hell, n0 lady so polite can bear. 
She's faithful, she's observant, and with pains 
Her angel-brood o£ bastards she maintains. 
Nor least advantage has the fair to plead. 
But that of guilty above the marriage-bed. 

Amasia hates a prude, and scorns restraint; 
Whatever she iV, shell not appear a saint : 
Her soul superior flies formality ; 
So gay her air, her conduct is so free. 
Some might suspect the nymph not over-good — 
Nor would they be mistaken, if they should. 
Unmarried Abra puts on formal airs ; ' 

Her cushion's thread-bare with her constant prayers. 
Her only grief is, that she cannot be 
At once engagM in prayer and charity. 
And thiSf to do her justice, must be said^ 
« Who nvould not think that Abra was a maid P^ 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed ; 
For Where's the man that's worthy of their bed ? 
If no disease reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be ravish'd at three score. 
Then she submits to venture in the dark; 
And nothing now is wanting — but her spark. 

Lucia thinks happiness consists in state ; 
She weds an ideot^ but she eats in plate. 
The goods of fortune, which her soul possess^ 
Are but the ground of unmade happiness ; 
The rude material: wisdom add to this. 
Wisdom f the sole artificer of bliss ; 

/ 
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5;^^ from herself, if so compell'd by need. 
Of Mn content can draw the subtle thread ; 
But (no detractioA to her sacred skill) 
If she can work in goU^ 'tis better still. 

If TuLLiA had been Uest with half her sense, 
None could too much admire her excellence : 
Qut since she can make error shine so tnright. 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
With understanding she is quite o'er*run ; 
And by too great accomplishments undone : 
With skill she vibrates her eternal tongue. 
For ever most divinely in the wrong. 

Naked in nothing should a woman be ; 
But veil her very w/V with modesty : 
Let man discover^ let not her display^ 
But yield her charms of mind with sweet delay. 

For pleasure form'd, perversely some believe, 
To make themselves impartanty men must grieve^ 
Lesbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 
Pretends, the fop she laughs at, is ador'd. 
In vain she's proud of secret innocence % 
The feet she fei^fis were scarce a worse offence, 

MiRA, endow'd with every charm to bless. 
Has no design, but on her husband's peace : 
He lov'd her much ; and greatly was he mov'd 
At small inquietudes in her he lov'd. 
" How charming tins !^^ — ^The pleasure lasted long ; 
Now every day the fits come thick and strong : 
At last he found the charmer only feigned ; 
And was diverted when he should be pain'd. 
What greater vengeance have the gods in store ? 
How tedious life, now she can plague no more ! 
She tries a thousand arts ; but none succeed : 
She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed : 
Thus strictly proved this virtuous, loving wife^ 
Her husband's pain was dearer than her life. 

Anxious Melania rises to my view. 
Who never thinks her lover pays his due ; 
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Visit, present, treat, fbtter, and adore ; 

Her majesty, to-morrow, calls for more. 

His wounded ears complaints eternal fill. 

As unoil'd hinges, queruously shrill. 

<* You went last night with Celia to the balL" 

You prove it false. Not go ! that's worst of all/* 

Nothing can please her, nothing not inflame ; 

And arrant contradictions are the same. 

Her lover must be sady to please her spleen j 

His mirth is an inexpiable sin : 

For of all rivais that can pain her breast. 

There's one^ that wounds far deeper than the rc$t \ \ \ 

To wreck her quiet, the most dreadful shelf 

Is if her lover dares enjoy himself. 

And this« because she's exquisitely fair : 
Should I dispute her beauty, how she'd stare ! 
How would Melania be surpris'd to hear 
She's quite deform'd ! And yet the case is clear ; . 
What's female beauty, but an air divine. 
Thro' which the mind's all gentle graces shine ? 
They, like the sun, irradiate all between ; 
The body charms because the soul is seen. 
Hence, men are often captives of a face. 
They know not whyj of no peculiar grace : 
Seme forms, tho' bright, no mortal man can fear ,- : 
Some, none resist, tho' not exceeding fairw 
Aspasia's highly born, and nicely bred. 
Of taste refin'd, in life and manners read; 
Yet reaps no hvkt from her superior sense, 
^But to be teaz^d by her own excellence. 
<* Folks are so aukward ! Things so unpolite P 
She's elegantly pain'd from morn till night, 
Her delicacy's shpck'd where e'er she goes ; 
Each creature^ s imperfections are her ivoes* 
Heav'n by its favor has the fair cfistrest. 
And iwjt^d such blesMngs— that she carit be blest. . 

Ah \ why SQ vain, though blooming in thy ^pringt i. 
T!ho}i shining, frail^,ador*df and %vretched thing)? 

n* 
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Old age ivill come ; disease may come before ; 
Fifteen is full as mort^ as three score. 
Thy fortune, and thy charms, may soon decay : 
But grant these fugitives prolong their stay, 
Their basis totters, their foundation shakes ; 
Life, that supports them, in a moment breaks; 
Then wrought into the soul let virtues shine ; 
The ground eternal, as the ivwrk divine. 

Julia's a manager \ she's bom for rule ; 
And knows her wser husband b ^feol ; 
Assemblies holds, and spins the svitle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed : 
For difficult amoisrs cm smooth the way. 
And tender letters dictate^ or convey. 
But if depriv'd of such important cares. 
Her wisdom condescends to less afiairs. 
For her own break&st she'll pro/ect a scieme, 
Nor tale her tea without a stratagem : 
Presides o'er trifles with a serious face ; 
Important, by the virtue oS grimace. 

Ladies supreme among amusements reign ; 
By nature bom to sooAe^ and entertatfn 
Their prudence in a share of fbUy Ues : 
Why will they be so meat, as to be wise ? 

Strena is for ever ia extreme^ 
And with a ven^ance she commends^ or blames^ 
Conscious of her discemmeat^ which is goody 
She strains too mnck to make it understood* 
Her Judgment juet, her sentence is too strot^ ; 
Because she's right, she^s ever in the wrong. 

Brunetta's wise in actions great, and rare ; 
But scorns on trifles to bestow her care. 
Thus ev'ry hour Brunbtta is to blame> 
Because th' occasion is b^ieath her aim* 
Think nought a trifk^ though it small appear; 
Small sands the mountain^ moments make the ye|^ 
And trififs life. You care to trifles givei 
Or you mikf die, before you truly live. 
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Go breakfast with Alicia, there you'll see. 
Simplex mufiditiisj to the last degree : 
Unlac'd her stays, her night-gown is unty'd> 
And what she has of head-dress is aside. 
She drawls her words, ztid waddles in her pace ^ 
Unwash'd her hands, and much besnuflfd her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd, she loves ; 
And would draw on jack*boots, as soon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen Bess's maidens might be mist ; 
Her blessed eyes ne'er saw a female^/. 
Lovers, beware I to wound how can she fail 
With scarlet finger, and long jetty nail ? 
For H— — T the first tvit she cannot be, 

Nor, cruel R d, the first toast j for thee. 

Since full each other station of remwn, 
Who would not be the greatest tnff^s in town ? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight j 
Kfemah sloven is an odious sight. 

Fair Isabella is so fond oifame^ 
That her dear self\a her eternal theme ^ 
Through hopes of contradiction, oft she'll sdy, 
« Methinks I look so wretchedly to day !" 
When most the world applauds you> most beware ^ 
'TIS often less a blessing than a snare. 
Distrust mankind; with your own heenrt confer ; 
And dread even there to find aflattwer. 
The breath of others raises our reiwwn \ 
Our oHvn as sinrely blows the pageant down. 
Take up no more than you by worth can claini» 
Lest soon you prove a bankrupt in your fame* 

But own I must, in this pervortcd age» 
Who most deserve^ can't always most engage* 
So far isVotth from mating glory sure. 
It often hinders what it sbottli procure. 
Whom praise we nmH ? The firtuous, brvem^ and wise ? 
No ; wretches, whom, in secret, we despise. 
And who so blind, as not to see the cause I 
No rivals rais'd by such diurut ^pplxoaQ i 
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And yet, of credit it lays in a store. 

By which our spleen may wound true worth the more» 

Ladies there are who think one crime is ali : 

Can women, then, no way but backward fall ? 

So sweet is that one crime they don't pursue,- 

To pay its loss, they think aiJ othersyria. 

Who hold that crime so dear, must never claim 

Of injured modesty the sacred name. 

But Clio thus : « What ! railing without end ? 
«« Mean task ! how much more genVous to commend !"" 
Tes, to commend as you are wont to do. 
My kind instructor, and example too. 
** Daphnis/* sajrs Clio, << has a charming eye : 
«< What pity 'tis her shoulder is awry ! 
*« Asp Asia's shape indeed — But then her air — 
'< The man has parts who finds destruction there. 
*' Almeria's wit has something that's divine ; 
« And wit's enough — ^how few in all things shine h 
•< Selina serves her friends, relieves the poor — 
** Who was it said Selina's near three score ? 
** At Lu9Ia'8 match I from my soul rejoice ; 
*< The world congratulates so wise a choice ; 
<< His lordship's rent-roll is exceeding great — 
*< But mortgages will sap the best estate. 
*< In Shisllet's form might cherubims appear ;. 
«* But then — she has z freckle on her ear" 
Without a huty Hortensia ^e commends^ . 
The first of women, and the best of friends ; 
Owns her in person, wit, fame, virtue, bright : 
But how cQmes this to pass ? — She dy'd last night. 

Thus nymphs commend, who yet at satire rail i : 
Indeed /^^j/V-ceedless, if such praise prevaiL 
And whence such praise ? Our viniknce is thro wi^^ 
On others* fame, tluro' fondness for our own. 

Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns ;. 
For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her sublime address^ 
The height of anforia wdpride confess*. 



y Google 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION- 1» 

You seek perfections worthy of her rank \ 
Go, seek for her perfections at the Bank. 
Bv wealth unquench'd, by reason uncontroul'd. 
Forever bums her sacred thirst of gold. 
As fond of five-pence, as the veriest ck^ 
And quite as much detested as a wit. 

Can gold calm passion^ or make reason shine f 
Can we dig peace^ or wisdom^ from the mine ? 
Wisdom to gold prefer ; for 'tis much less 
To make oxxt fortune^ than our happiness. 
That happiness which great ones often see. 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree ; 
Themselves unblest. The poor are only poor % 
But what are they who droop amid their store ? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of state ; 
The happy only are the truly great. 
Peasants enjoy like appetites with kings ; 
And those best satisfied with cheapest things. 
Could both our Indies buy but one new serise^ 
Our envy would be due to large expence. 
Since not, those pomps which to the great belcMig, 
Are but poor art« to mark them ftota tht throng. 
See how they beg an alms of flattery \ 
They languish ! oh support them with a lie / 
A decent competence we fully taste % 
It strikes our sense^ and gives a cottstant feast : 
More^ we perceive by dint of thought alone j 
The rich must labour to possess their own^ 
To feel their great abundance ; and request 
Their humble friends to help them to be blest ; 
To see their treasures, hear their glory told. 
And did the wretched impotence of gold. 

But some, great souls ! and touch'd with warmth dtvine> 
Give gold a price^ and teach its beams to shine* 
All hoarded treasures they repute a load ; 
Nor think their wealth their own^ till well bestow'd. 
Grand reservoirs of public haj^iness, 
Through secret streams diffusively they bless % 
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And, while their bounties glide conceard from ▼ieWy 
Relieve our wants^ and spare our blushes too* 
But Satire is^my task ; and these destroy 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye misers ! help me to complain, 

And blast our common enemy, G n : 

But our invectives must despair success ; 
For next ta praise j she Values nothing less. 

What picture's yonder, loosen*d from its frame ? 
Or is't AsTURiA ? that affected dame. 
The brightest forms, through affectationr^ fade, 
To strange yienu things, which nature never made. 
Frown not, ye fair ! so much your sex we prize. 
We hate those arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albucinda*s native grace is seen 
What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with ease. 
Retain your gentle selves, and you must please. 
Here might I «ng of Mkmmia's mincing mien. 
And all the movements of the soft machine : 
How two red lips affected Zephyrs blow, 
To cool the Boheoy and inflame the Beau : 
While one white^fr^^r, and a thumb, conspire 
To lift the supi and make the world admire. 

Tea \ how I tremble at thy fatal stream \ 
As Lethb, dreadfiil to the Love of Fame. 
What devastations on thy banks are seen ! 
What shades of mighty names which once have been \ 
An hecatomb of characters supplies 
Thy painted altars daily sacrifice. 

H , P , B , aspers'd by thee, decay, 

As grains of finest sugars melt away, 

And recommend thee more to mortal taste : 

ScandaPs the sweetener of t\iQ female feast. 

But this inhuman triumph shall decline. 
And thy revolting Naiads call for wine : 
Spirits no longer shall serve under thee ; 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea I 
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Citronia's nose declares thy ruin nigh. 

And who dares give Citronia's nose the lie ?* 

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 
And what impaired both health and virtue, blam'd j 
At length, to rescue man, the generous lass 
Stole from her consort the pernicious glass j 
As glorious as the British Queen renown'd. 
Who suck'd the poison from her husband's wound* 

Nor to the glass alone are nymphs inclined, 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. 

O Juvenal ! for thy severer rage f 
To lash the raftker follies of our age. , 

Are there, among the females of our Isle, 
Such faults, at which it is a fault to smile ? 
There are. Vice, once by modest nature Qlmn^dL^ 
And legal ties, expatiates unrestrain'd .; 
Without thin decency held up to view. 
Naked she stalks o'er Law and Gospel too. 
Our matrons lead such exemplary lives. 
Men sigh in vain for none, but for their wives / 
Who marry to h^free^ to range the more. 
And wed one man, to wanton wkh a score. 
Abr^d too kind, at home 'tis sted&>t hatey 
And one eternal tempest of debate. 
What foul eruptions, from a look most meek ! 
What thunders bursting,^ from a dimpled cheek ! 
^\l€\x passions bear it with a lofty hand ! 
But then, their reason is at due command. 
Is there whom you detest, and seek his life ? 
Trust no soul with the secret — ^but his wife. 
Wives wonder tkat their conduct I condemn. 
And ask, what kindred is a spouse to them ? 

What swarms of am'rous grandmothers I see ! 
And misses, antient in iniquity ! 
. What blasting whispers, and what loud declaiming I 
What lying, drinking, bawding, swearing, gaming ! 

* S'Aem quis clicerefaUum 

AuUeat'P Vir«. 
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Friendship so cold, such warm incontinence I ' 
Such griping av'rice, such profuse expence : 
Such dead devotion, such a zeal for crimes ; 
Such licenc'd ill, such masquerading times ; 
Such venal faith, such misapply'd applause ; 
Such flatter d guilt, and such inverted laws i 
Such dissolution through the whole I findj 
'Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. 

Since Sundays have no balls, the well dress'd Mk 
Shines in the pew, but smiles to hear odxlli 
And casts an eye of sweet disdain on ail, 

Who listens less to C ns, than St. Paul. 

Atheists have been but rare ; since nature's birthy 
Till now. She- Atheists ne^er appeared on earth. 
Ye men of deep retcarches, say, whence springs 
This daring character, in timorous things i 
Who start ^xfeathersy from an insect fly, 
A match for nothing — ^but the Ddty. 

But, not to wrong the fair, the muse must own 
In this pursuit they court not &me alone ; 
But join to that a more substantial view, 
<< From thinking free, to be free agents too.** 

They strive with their own hearts, and keep them down. 
In complaisance to aU the fools in town. 
O how thev tremble at the name fA prude / 
And die with shame at thought of being giod ! 
For what will Artimas, the rich and gay. 
What will the wits, that b,tfae coxcocdK say ? 
Tjiey heaVn defy, to earth's vile dregs a slave ; 
Thro' cowardice, most execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durst we to ccmiply. 
In virtue should we live, in glory die. 
Rise then, my mi»e, m honest frory rise \ 
They dread a Satire, who defy the skies. 
Atheists are few : most nymphs a Godhead own ; 
And nothing but his attributes dethrone; 
From atheists far, they stedfastly believe 
God is, and is Almighty to for^ve. 
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His other excellence theyll not dispute ; 

But mercy J sure, is his chief attribute. 

Shall pleasures of a short dtu*ation chain 

A ladfs soul in everlasting pain ? 

Will the great Author us poor worms destroy. 

For now and then a sip of transient joy ? 

No, he's forever in a smiling mood ; 

He's like themselves ; or how could he be good ? 

And they blaspheme, who blacker schemes suppose.-— 

Devoutly, thus, Jehovah they depose. 

The pure / the Just / and set up, in his stead, 

A deity, that's perfectly wtll-bred. 

<< Dear T — l — n I besure the best of men ; 
^< Nor thought he more, than thought great Origen. 
<« Though once upon a time he misbehav'd ; 
« Poor Satan ! doubtless, he'll at length be sav'd. 
** Let priests do something for their One in Ten ; 
" It is' their trade ; so far they're honest men. 
« Let them cant on, since they have got the knack, 
^< And dress their notions, like themselves, in black ,- 
*< Fright us with terrors of a world unknowriy 
" From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
« Of earth's fair fhiits, indeed, they claim a fee ^ 
<« But then they leave our untyth'd virtue free. 
<* Virtues a pretty thing to make a show : 
<« Did ever mortal write like Rochefocaut ?'* 
Thus pleads the devil's fair apologist. 
And, pleading, safely enters on his list. 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain ; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and profane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's yar^:^ f 
Virtue made visible in outward grace ? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind. 
The more she charms j the more she shocks mankind. 

But charms decline : the Fair long vigils keep : 
They sleep no more ! * Quadrille has murder'd sleep. 



* SlIAKESPIARE. 

Vol. I 12 



y Google 



134 LOVE OF FAME, 

«< Poor K — P ! cries Livia ; I have not been there 
" These two nights ; the poor creature will de^>air. 
« I hate a crowd — but to do good, yoH know-» 
<« And people of condition should bestow." 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K — p's grave matrons run ; 
Now set a daughter, and now stake a son ; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly ; 
And beggar half their race — through charity. 

Immortal were we, or else mortal quite^ 
I less should blame this criminal delight : 
But since the gay assembly's gayest room 
Is but an upper story to some tomb, 
Methinks, we need not our short beings shun. 
And, thought to fly, contendxo be undone. 
We need not buy oin* ruin with our crimen 
And give eternity to murder time. 

The love of gaming is the worst of ills ; 
With ceaseless storms the blacken'd soul it fills ; 
Inveighs at heav'n, neglects the ties of blood ; 
Destroys the powV and will of doing good ; 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in disgrace. 
And, what is still more dreadful — spoils your face. 

See yonder set of theives that live on spoil. 
The scandal^ and the ruin of our isle * 
And see, (strange ^ght !) amid that ruffian band, 
A form divine high wave her snowy hand j 
That rattles loud a small enchanted box. 
Which, loud as thunder, on thf board she knocks. 
And as fierce storms, which earth's foundation shook. 
From JEoLus* cave impetuous broke. 
From this small cavern a mix'd tempest flies, 
Fear, rage, convulsion, tears, oaths, blasphemies ! 
For men, I mean, — the fair discharges none ; 
She (guiltless creature !) swears to heav'n alone. 
See her eyes start ! cheeks glow ! and muscles swell ! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumcan cell. 
Thus that divine one her soft nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her soul to tender nuptial joys ! 
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And when the cruel morning calls to bed. 
And on her pillow lays her aching head. 
With the dear images her dreams are crown'd. 
The die spins lovely, or the cards go round j 
Imaginary ruin charms her still ; 
Her happy lord is cnckoFd by spaM : 
And if she's brought to bed, 'tis ten to one. 
He marks the forehead of her darling son. 

O scene of horror, and of wild despair. 
Why is the rich Atrides* splendid heir 
Constrain'd to quit his ancient lordly seat. 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat ? 
Why that drawn sword ? And whence that dismal cry ? 
Why pale distraction thro' the family ? 
See my lord threaten, and my lady weep. 
And trembling servants from the tempest creep. 
Why that gay son to distant regions sent ? 
What fiends that daughter's destin'd match prevent ? 
Why the whole house in sudden ruin laid ? 
O nothing, but last night — my hidj plafd. 

But wanders not my Satire from my theme I 
Is this too owing to the love of fame ? 
Though now your hearts on lucre are bestow'd, 
Twas first a vain devotion to the mode ; 
Nor cease we here^ since 'tis a vice so strong, 
The torrent sweeps all womankind along ; 
This may be said, in honor of our times. 
That none now stand distinguished by their crimes. 

If sin you must, take nature for your guide : 
Love has some soft excuse to soothe your pride : 
Ye fair apostates from love's ancient pow'r ! 
Can nothing ravithy but a golden show*r ? 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy seize ; 
Must Cupid learn to punt^ ere he can please ? 
When you're enamour'd of a Jifi or cast^ 
What can the preacher more, to make us chaste ^ 
Why must strong youths unmarry'd pine away ? 
They find no woman disengag'd— /row jp&y. 
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Why pine the marrfd — O severer feteS 
They find from play no disengaged— ^j/i>//- 
FlaviA) at lovers false, untouch* dznd hardy 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor Abria's bible can secure her age ; 
Her threescore years are shufliing with her page* 
While death stands by, but still the game is done. 
To sweep that stakes in justice, long his own ; 
Like old cards tinged with sulphur, she takes fire ; 
Or, like snuffs sunk in sockets, blazes higher. 
Ye gods ! with neiv delights inspire the Fair 5 
Or give us sonsy and save us from despair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, husbands, tra^men^ close 
In my complaint, and brand your sins in prose : 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my Creed, 
In spite of all our wisdom, you'll proceed : 
Or pride so great, our passion is so strong. 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong, 
I hear you cry, " This fellow's very odd.'* 
When you chastise, who would not kiss the rod ? 
But I've a charm your anger shall controul. 
And turn your eyes with coldness on the vole. 
The charm begins ! To yonder flood of light. 
That bursts o'er gloomy Britain^ turn your sight. 
What guardian pow'r overwhelms your soul with awe ? 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law ; 
'Midst empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 
Glows with the love of virtue^ and of art / 
Her favour is diffused to that degree, 
Excess of goodness ! it has dawn'd on me : 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults. 
Or godlike deeds were shown, or gen'rous thoughts. 
She smiPd, industrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrowed lustre drew. 

* Thus the majestic mother of mankind. 
To her own charms most amiably blind. 



• Milton. 



y Google 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 1S7 

On the green margin innocently stood. 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chrystal flood ; 
Survey'd the stranger in the painted wave, 
And, smiling, prais'd the beauties which she gave. 
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SATIRE VII. 

TO THE KIGHT HOXOURABLE 

SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 

Carmina turn melius^ cum venerlt Ipse, canemus, ViRG. 



ON this last labour, this my closing straio, 
Smile, Walpole ! or the Nine inspire in vain : 
To thee^ 'tis due \ that verse how justly thine, 
Where Brunswick's glory crowns the whole design ! 
That glory, which thy councils make so bright \ 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
Illustrious commerce, and but rarely known ! 
To give^ and tahe^ a lustre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme \ 
T^ht fountain is not foreign to the stream. 
How all mankind will be surpriz'd, to see 
This flood of British folly charg'dion thee ! 
Say, Britain I whence this caprice of thy sons, 
Which thro* their various ranks with fury runs ? 
The cause is plain, a cause which we must bless ; 
For caprice is the daughter of success, 
(A bad eflFect, but from a pleasing cause ! ) 
And gives our rulers undesignM applause ; 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increase. 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 

While I survey the blessings of our Isle, 
Her arts triumphant in the royal smile, 
Her puMic wounds bound upj her credit high, 
Her commerce spreading sails in every sky, 
The pleasing scene recals my theme again. 
And shews the madness of ambitious men, 
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Who, fond of bloodshed, draw the murd'ring sword, 
And burn to give mankind a single lord. 
The follies past are of a private kind ; 
Their sphere is small ; their mischief is confin'd : 
But daring men there are (awake, my muse. 
And raise thy verse !) who bolder frenzy choose ; 
Who stung by glory, rave, and bound away j 
The nvorld their field, and humankind their prey. 
The Grecian chief, th' enthusiast of his pride j 
With rage and terror stalking by his side, 
Raves round the globe 5 he soars into a god ! 
Stand fast, Olympus I and sustain his nod. 
The pest divine in horrid grandeiu* reigns, 
And thrives on mankind's miseries and pains. 
What slaugbter'd hosts / what cities in a blaze ! 
What wasted countries I and what crimson seas I 
With orphans tears bis impious bowl overflows. 
And cries of kingdotos lull him to repose. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred ye^rs unpraise 
The boisterous boy, and Wast his guilty bays ? 
Why want wc then enconmims on the storm. 
Or famine, or volcano ? They perform 
Their mighty deeds : they, hero-iike^ can sky. 
And spread th&r ample disarts in a day. 
O great alliance ! O divine renown ! 
With dearth, and pestHencf, to share the crown. 
When men extol a wild destroyer's name. 
Earth's Builder and Preserver they blaspheme. 

One to de^oy, is morder'd by the law ; 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; 
To murder thousands, takes a specious name. 
War's glorious art, and gives immortzlfame. 
When, after battle, I the field have seen 
Spread o'er with ghastly shapes which once were men ; 
A natim crush'd, a nation of the brave I 
A realm of death ! and on this side the grave ! 
Are there, said I, who from this sad surveys 
This human chaos ^ carry smiles away i 
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How did my heart with indignation rise ! 
How honest nature swelled into my eyes ! 
How was I shock'd to think the hero's trade 
Of such materials, ^w^ and triumf^ made ! 

How guilty these ! Yet not less guilty they, 
Who reach false glory by a smoother way : 
Who wrap destruction up in gentle words, 
And bows, and smiles, more fatal than their swords ;.. 
Who stifle nature^ and subsist on art ; 
Who coin th^face^ and petrify the heart / 
All real kindness for the shew discard. 
As marble polish 'd, and as marble hard \ 
Who do for gold what Christians do thro' Grace, 
" With open arms their enemies embrace :" 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 
<* The thinnest food on which a wretch can dine '^ 
Or, if they serve you, serve you dieinclin'd. 
And, in their height of kindness, are unkind. 
Such courtiers were, and such again may be, 
Walpole ! when^ men forget to copy thee. 

Here cease, my Muse ! the catalogue is writ \ 
Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 
Tho' disappointed thousands justly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boast an equal claim r 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here, 
May furnish laughter for another year. 
Then let Crispino, who was ne'er refus'd>. 
Thejustice.yet of being well abus'd, 
With patience wait ; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppiesan some future strain. 

Some future strain, in which the Muse shall tell 
How science dwindles, and how volumes swell. 

How commentators each dark passage shun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the sun. 

How tortur'd texts to speak our sense are made. 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid. 

How misers squeeze a young voluptuous peer jc, 
His sins to Lucifer not. half so dean 
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How Verres is less qualij&'d to steal 
With sword and pistol, than with wax and seal. 

How lawyer's fees to such success are run. 
That clients are redress'd till they're undone. 

How one man's anguish is another's sport ; 
And ev'n denials cost us dear at court. 

How man eternally false judgments makes. 
And all his joys and sorrows are mistakes. 

This swarm of themes that settles on my pen, 
Which I, like summer flies, shake off again, 
Let others sing ; to whom my weak essay 
But sounds a prelude, and points out their prey : 
That duty done, I hasten to complete 
My own design ; for Tonson's at the gate. 

The love of Fame in its effect survey'd, 
The muse has sung \ be now the cause displayed : 
Since so diffusive, and so wide its sway, 
What is this pow^r, whom all mankind obey ? 

Shot from above, by heav'n's indulgence, came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame. 
To warm, to raise, to deify, mankind. 
Still burning brightest in the noblest mind. 
By large-soul'd men, for thirst of fame renown'd. 
Wise laws were fram'd, and sacred arts were found j 
Desire of praise first brake the patriot's rest y 
And made a bulwark of the warrior's breast y 
It bids Argyll in fields and senates shine. 
What more can prove its origin divine ? 

But, oh ! this passion planted in the soul. 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole. 
The flaming minister of virtue meant, 
Set up false gods, and wrong'd her high descent. 

Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force. 
Of blots, and beauties, an alternate source \ 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit. 
Who thrives upon the carcases of wit v 
And in art-loving Scarborough is seen 
How kind a pattern Pollio might have been. 
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Pursuit of fame with pedants fills our schoools. 
And into coxcombs burnishes our fools ; 
Pursuit of fame makes solid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height 5 
That key of nature, by whose wit she clears 
Her long, long secrets of five thousand years. 

Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
Wby^ and in what degrees^ pride sways the soul ? 
(For though in all, not equally, she reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my strains. 

Ye doctors ! hear the doctrine I disclose. 
As true, as if 'twere writ in dullest prose ; 
As if a lettered dunce had said, <* *Tis right,'* 
And imprimatur usher'd it to light. 

Ambition, in the truly noble tnindy 
With Sister-virtue is for ever join'd } 
As in fam'd LucRECE, who, with equal dread. 
From guilty and shatne^ by her last conduct, fled r 
Her virtue long rebell'd in firm disdain, 
And the sword pointed at her heart in vain ; 
Buf, when the slave was thr«aten'd to be laid 
Dead by her side, her Love of Fame obey'd* 

In meaner minds ambition works alone ; 
But with such arts puts virtue's aspect on, 
That not more like in feature and in mein, 
* The God and mortal in the comic scene. 
False Julius, ambush'd in this fair disguise. 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No mask in basest minds ambition wears. 
But in full light pricks up her ass's ears : 
All I have sung are instances of this^ 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiss. 

Ye vain ! desist from your erroneous strife \ 
Be wise, and quit the false sublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone resides. 
Where y«///V^ vindicates, and wisdom giaUss ^ 



* Amphitryon. 
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"Where inward dignity joins outward state ; 

Our purpose good, as our atchievement great ; 

Where public blessings public ^r«/V^ attend ; 

Where glory is our motive^ not our end, 

Would'st thou hefam^d ? Have those high deeds in view 

Brave men would act, though scanal should ensue. 

Behold a Prince ! whom no swoln thoughts inflame ; 
No pride of thrones, no fever after Fame I 
But when the welfare of mankind inspires. 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires. 
Proud conquests then, then regal pomps delight ; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, sparkle in his sight ; 
Tumult and noise are dear, which with them bring 
His people's blessings to their ^ardent king ; 
But, when those great heroic motives cease. 
His swelling soul subsides to native peace ; 
From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
A sudden foe to splendor and applause ^ 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame. 
Till men and angels jointly shout his name. 
O pride celestial ! which can pride disdain ; 
O blest ambition \ which can ne'er be vain. 

From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the sky. 
In whose deep womb unfathom'd waters lie. 
Here burst the Rhone ^ and sounding Po ,• there shine. 
In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine ; 
From the rich store one fruitful urn supplies. 
Whole kingdoms smile, a thousand harvests rise* 

In Brunswick such a source the Muse adores. 
Which public blessings thro' half Europe pours. 
WTien his heart bums with such a godlike aim. 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame ; 
George ! who in foes can soft affections raise. 
And charm envenom'd Satire into praise. 

* Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives. 
But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 

* The king in danger by sea. 
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Ev'n storms (death's fiercest ministers !) forbear^ 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to spare. 
Thus, natures selfy supporting man^s decree, 
Stiles Britain* J sovereign, sovereign of the sea. 

\\ iuif J. ^i .alt I uir-j ^reat Bkunswick ! shook our State, 
And sported with a king's and kingdom's fate. 
Deprived of what she lov*d, and press'd by fear. 
Of ever losing what she held most dear. 
How did Britannia, like * Achilles, weep. 
And tell her sorrows to the kindred deep ! 
Hang o*er the floods, and, in devotion warm. 
Strive, for Thee, with the surge, and fight the storm! 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm ! 
Our PALiNURUsf slept not at the helm ; 
His eyes ne'er clos*d ; long since inur'd to wake. 
And out- watch every star for Brunswick's sake : 
By thwarting passions tost, by cares opprest. 
He found the tempest pictured in his breast : 
But, nowi what joys the gloom of heart dispel. 
No pow'rs of language — but his own, can tell ! 
His own, which nature and the graces form. 
At will, to raise, or hush, the civil storm* 

♦ HoM. II. lib. L 

t Ecoe Deus r^mum Lethao rore madentem, kc. Virg. lib. V. 
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HIS MAJESTY'S 



HOYAL ENCOURAGBMENT 07 THE 



SEA SERVICE. 



ToL. I. 15 
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1 THINK myself obliged to recommend te 
you a consideration of the greatest importance; 
and I should look upon it as a great happiness, 
if, at the beginning of my reign, I could see the 
foundation laid of so great and necessary a work, 
as the increase and encouragement of our sea- 
men in general ; that they may be invited, rath- 
er than compelled by force and violence, to 
enter into the service of their country, as oft as 
occasion shall require it : A consideration wor- 
thy the Representatives of a people great and 
flourishing in trade and navigation. This leads 
me to mention to you the case of Greenwich 
Hospital^ that care may be taken, by some addi- 
tion to that fund, to render comfortable and ef- 
fectual that charitable provision, for the support 
and maintenance of our seamen, worn out, and 
. become decrepit by age and infirmities, in the 
service of their country. 
[Speech, Jan. 27, 1727-8.] 
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TO THE 



KING. 

M.DCC.XXVm. 



I. 

OLD Ocean's praise 

Demands my lays ; 
A truly British theme I sing ; 

A theme so great, 

I dare complete, 
And join with Ocean, Ocean's King. 

n. 

The Roman Ode 

Majestic flow'd : 
Its stream divinely clear, and strong;- 

In sense, and sound, 

Tbebes roll'd profoimd ; 
The torrent Tozr'd, and foam'd along. 

m. 

Let Thebes, nor Rome, 

So fam'd, presume 
To triumph o'er a northern Isle j 

Late time shall know 

The North can glow, 
Bf dread Augustus deign to smile. 
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IV. 

The Naval crown 

Is all his own ! 
Our fleet if warf or commerce^ call» 

His will performs 

Through waves and storms^ 
And rides in triumph round the balL 

V. 

No former race^ 

With strong embrace^ 
Thb theme to raviui durst aqpire \ 

YTixk virgin charms 

My soul it warmsy 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 

VL 

My lays I file 

With cautious toil ; 
Ye graces ! turn the glowing lines ; 

On anvils neat 

Your strokes repeat ; 
At every stroke the work refines 1 

vn. 

How music charms ! 

How metre warms ! 
Parent of actions, good and brave 1 

How vice it tames ! 

And worth inflames ! 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave I 

vm. 

Jove mark'd for man 
A scanty span. 
Bat lent him mngs to fly his doom $ 
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Wit scorns the grave ; 
To wit he gave 
The life of gods \ immortal Woom '• 

IX. ^ 

Since years vnW ^79 

Aad pleasures die. 
Day after day, as years advance ;, 

Since, while life lasts, 

Joy suffers Wsists ^ , , ^, 
From frowning Fate, and fickle Chance , 

X. 

Nor life is long -, 

But soon we throng, 
Like autumn leaves, death's pallid shore , 

We make, at least, 

0( bad the best, * 

If in life's phantom, Fame, we soar. 

XI. 

Our strains divide 
- The laurel's pride v 
With those we lift to life, to live j 

By fame enroll'd 

With heroes bold. 
And share the blessings which we give. 

XIL 

What hero's praise 

Canfire^mylays, 
Like his, with whom my lay begun . 

« Justice sincere, 

« And courage clear, 
« Rise the two columns of his throne. 
IS* 
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xm. 

« How formM fbr sway I 

w Who look, obey ; 
^f They read the monarch in his port t 

<< Their love and awe 

€1 Supply the Aiw ; 
f < And his own iuadre mal^ the court :* 

xnr. 

On yonder height^ 

What ^en l^t 
Triumphant shines ? and shine$^ ohm / 

Unrivall'd Uaze ! 

The nations gaze I 
Tis not the sun i 'tis BrUdn's throne* 

Our Monarch, there^ 

Reared high in air. 
Should tempests rise^ disdains to bend $. 

Like BrHisb oak^ 

Derides the stroke ; 
His bloomiug honors far extend ! 

XVI. 

Baateat h them lies , 

With lifted eyesy 
Fair Albiony like an amorous maid ; 

WhUe intiPest wings 

Bold foreign kings 
To fly> like eagles^ to hbshade.^ 

xvn. 

At his proud foot 
The seay pour'd out. 
Immortal oourishment supplies ^ 
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Thence 'wtalth and ttaie^ 
And power ^nd/ate. 
Which £urope reads in Gsoaas's eyc^, 

xvin. 

From what we view, ♦ 

We take the clue. 
Which leads from great to greater thmgs : 

Men doubt no more. 

But gods adore. 
When such resemblance shines in kings. 
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E P IS T L E I. 

T O 

MR. POPE. 



"WHILST you at Twickenham plan the future woodj 
^Or turn the volumes of the wise and good. 
Our senate meets j at parties, parties bawl. 
And pamphlets stun the streets, and load the stall ', 
So rushing tides bring things obscene to light, 
Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs swim in sight ; 
The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns. 
And CoDRUs' prose works up, and Li go's strains. 
Lo ! what froth cellars rise, what rush from high> 
Where speculation roasted near the sky ; 
Letters, Essays, Sock, Buskin, Satire> Song, 
And all the Garret thunders on the throng \ 

O Pope ! I burst ; nor can, nor will, refrain ; 
rU write \ let others, in their turn complain : 
Truce, truce, ye Vandals / my tormented ear 
Less dreads a pillory tham a pamphleteer ; 
I've heard myself to death ; and, plagu'd each hour^ 
Shan't I return the vengeance in my poVr ? 
For who can write the true absur'd like me ? — 
Thy pardon, Codrus ! who, I mean, but thee ? 

Pope ! if like mine, or Codrus', were thy style. 
The blood of vipers had not stain'd thy file ^ 
Merit less solid, less despite had bred y 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a public mistress, none enjoys, 
But, more or less, his rival's peace destroys ; 
WithyJim^, in just proportion, envy grows \ 
The man that makes a character, makes foes : 
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Slighty peevish insects round a genivs rise^ 
As a br^ht day awakes the world of flies ; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To shew they live) they flutter, and they sting : 
But as by dejn^ations wasps proclaim 
The fairest fruit, so these the finrest fame. 

Shall we not censure all the motley train. 
Whether with ale irriguous, or champaign ? 
Whether they tread Ae vale of prose, or climb. 
And whet their appetites on clifis of rhyme ; 
The colicge donrea, or embroidered spark ; 
The purple prelate^ or the parish clerk ^ 
The quiet quidnuftCy or denumding prig ^ 
The plaintiff tmy, or defendant whig ; 
Rich, poor, male, femak^youi^, ol^ gay, or sad ; 
Whethor extremely witty, or quite mad ; 
Profoundly dull, or shaliowly pcdite ; 
Men that read well, or men that only write ; 
Whether peers, porters, taylors,^ tune the reeds^ 
And measuring words to measuring shapes succeeds | 
For bankrupts write, when ruin'd shops are sfaitf. 
As maggots crawl from out a perish'd nut* 
His hammer tlus, and that hit trowel qmts^ 
And, wanting sense fow tradesmen, serve for wits. 
By thriving men subsits each other trade j 
Of every hroien craft a Writer's mads : 
Thus kis material. Paper, takes its bartb 
From tatter'd rags c^ all the stuff on earth. 
Hail, fruitful Js/e! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old song : 
Thee well a land of liberty we name. 
Where all are free to scandal and to shame ; 
Thy sons, by print, may set their hearts at ease. 
And be mankind's contempt, whene'er they please ; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abject sense 
Is unperceiv'd, but when it gives offence : 
This heavy prose our injur'd reason tires ; 
Their verse immortal kindles loose desires : 
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Our age tkey puzzle* and corrupt our prime. 
Our 3part and pity,. punishment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our Authors on. 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 
One loses hb estate, and down he sits. 
To shew (in vain !) he still retains his wits : 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen ; 
He writes as an Hypnotic for the spleen : 
Some write, confin'd by physic ; some, by debt 5 
Some, for 'tis Sunday >• some, because 'tis wet 5 
Through private pique some do the public right. 
And love their king and country out of spite : 
Another writes because his father writ. 
And proves himself a bastard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 
Neither : Why write then ? He wants twenty pound : 
His belly, not his brains, this impulse give ; 
He'll grow immortal 9 for he cannot live : 
He rubs his -awful front, and takes his ream. 
With no provision made, but of his theme j 
Perhaps a title has his fancy smit, 
Or a quaint mottoy which he thinks has wit4 
He writes, in inspiration puts his trust, 
Tho' wrong his thoughts, the gods will make them just i 
Genius directly from the gods descends. 
And who by labor would distrust hisfriefids ? 
Thus having reason'd with con^mmate skill. 
In immortality he dips his quill: 
And, since blank paper is deny'd the press. 
He mingles the whole alphabet by guess : 
In various sets, which variotts words compose. 
Of which, he hopes,jiMthkind the meaning knows. 

So sounds spontaneous from the Sibyl broke. 
Dark to herself the wonders which she spoke-5 
The priests found out the meaning, if they cou'd ; 
And nations star'd at what none understood. 

Clodio drcss'd, danc'd, drank, visited, (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal soul !) 
Vol. I U 
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Oft have I said, <« Awake ! exist ! and stri^« 
« For birth ! nor think tolcriter to live V 
As oft I overheard the daemon say. 
Who daily met the loit'rer in lus way, 
'« ril meet thee^ youths at Whitens :'' The youth replies, 
« 77/ meet the therei^ and falls his sacrifice ; 
His fortune squandered, leaves his virtue bare 
To ev'ry bribe, and blind to ev^ry snare : 
Clodio for bread his indolence must quit. 
Or turn a soldier, or commence a wit. 
Such heroes have we \ all, but life, they stake ; 
How must &pmn^ tremble, and the German shake ! 
Such writers have we ! all, but sense, they print ; 
Ev'n George's praise is dated from the Mint* 
In arms contemptible, in arts profane. 
Such swordSi such pens, disgrace a monarch's reign. 
Reform your lives before you thus aspire. 
And steal (for you can steal) celestial fire. 
- O ! the just contrast ! (5 the beauteous strife ! 
*Twixt their cool writings, and Pindaric life : 
They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire ; 
They cheat the lender, and their ^orh the buyer, 

I reverence misfortune, not deride \ 
I pity poverty, but laugh at pride : 
For who so sad, but must «ome mirth confess 
At gay Castruchio's miscellaneous dress ? 
Though there's but one of the dull works he wrote 
There's ten editions of his old lac'd coat. 

These, nature's commoners, who want a home. 
Claim the wide world for their majestic dome ; 
They make a private study of the street ; 
And looking foil on every man they meet, 
Run souse agatnst his chaps \ who stands amaz'd 
To find they did not see, but only gaz'd. 
How must these bards be wrapt into the skies ! 
You need not read^ you feel their extacies. 

Will they persist ? 'Tis madness ; Lintoty run, 
See them confin'd << O that's already done." 
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Most, as by leases, by the works they print. 
Have took, for life, possesion of the Mint. 
If you mistake, and pity these poor men. 
Est Ulubrisj they cry, and write again. 

Such wits their nuisance manfully expose. 
And then pronounce just judges learning's foes ; 
O frail conclusion \ the reverse is true 5 
If foes to learning, they'd be friends to you : 
Treat them, ye judges ! with an honest scorn. 
And weed the cockle from the geirerous com : 
There's true good nature in your disrespect ^ 
Injustice to the good, the bad neglect : 
For immortality, if hardships plead, 
It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But, O ! what wisdom can convince a fool, 
But that 'tis dullness to conceive him dull ? 
'Tis sad experience takes the censor's part. 
Conviction, not from reason, but from smart. 

A virgin-author, recent from the press, 
The sheets yet wet, applauds his great success ; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bedi 
Those in his hand, and glory in his head ; 
'Tis joy too great j a fever of delight ! 
His heart beats thick, nor close his eyes all night : 
But rising the next mom to clasp his fame, 
H« finds that without sleeping he could dream : 
So sparks, they say, take goddesses to bed. 
And find next day the devil in their stead. 

In vain advertisements the town o'erspread 5 
They're epitaphs, and say the work is dead. 
Who press for fame, but small recruits will raise \ . 
Tis volunteers alone can give the bays. 

A famous author visits a great man. 
Of his immortal work displays the plan. 
And says, " Sir, I'm your friend ; all fears dismiss 5 
" Your glory, and my own, shall live by this j 
" Your pow'r is fixt, your fame through tintie convey'd, 
" And Britain Europis Queen— if I am paid.'* 
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A Statesman has his answer in a trice ; 

<< Sir, such a genius is^ beyond all price ; 

«« What man can pay for this ? ' — Away be turns ; 

His work is folded, and his bosom burns ; 

His patron he will patronize no more ; 

But rushes like a tempest out of door. 

Lost is {he patriot, and extinct his name f 

Out comes the piece, another, and the same i* 

For jij his tnagic pen evokes an O, 

And turns the tide oi^urope on the foe : 

He rams his quill with scandal, and with scoff \ 

But *tis so very foul, it won't go off : 

Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar ; 

But when once published, they are heard no more. 

Thus distant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw, 

The block's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 

Can those oblige, whose heads and hearts are such ? 

No ; every party's tainted by their touch. 

Infected persons fly each public place \ 

>\nd none, or enemies alone, embrace : 

To the foul fiend their every passion's spld : 

They love, and hate, extempore ^ for gold : 

What image of their fury can we form ? 

Dulness and rage, a puddle in a storm. 

Rest they in peace ? If you are pleas'd to btty^ 

To swell your sails, like Lapland winds, they fly : 

Write they with rage ? The tempest quickly flags ; 

A Stafe-Ulysses tames 'em yt'iih his bags ; 

Let him be what he will, Turk ^ Pagan, Jew : 

For Chris/ inn ministers of state are few. 

Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head, 
That pours his politics through pipes of lead. 
Which far and near ejaculate, and spout 
O'er tea and coffee, poison to the rout : 
But when they have bespatter'd all they may, 
The statesman throws his filthy squirts away ! 

With go/den forceps, these, another takes. 
And state elixirs of the vipers makes. 
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The richest statesman wants wherewith to pay 
A servile sycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it cost the wretch to be so base ; 
Nor can the greatest pow'rs enough disgrace^ 
Enough chastise^ such prostitute applause, 
If well they weigh how much it stains their cause. 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 
Does virtue ne*er seduce the venal tongue ? 
Yes ; if well-brib*d, for virtue self they fight ; 
Still in the wrong, though champions for the right : 
Whoe*er their crimes for interest only quit. 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 

Nought but inconstancy Britannia meets. 
And broken faith in their abandoned sheets \ 
From the same hand how various is the page ! 
What civil war their brother pamphlets wage ! ■ 
Tracts battle tracts, self-contradictions glare ; 
Say, is this lunacy ? — I wish it were. 
If such our writers, startled at the sight, 
Felons may bless their stars they cannot write ! ' 

How justly PoRTEus' transmigrations fit 
The monstrous changes of a modem wit ?- 
Now, such a gentle stream of eloquence 
As seldom rises to the verge of sense ; 
Now, by mad rage, transform'd into zjlame^ 
Which yet fit engines, well apply*d, can tame 5 ^ 
Now, on immodest trash, the snvine obscene^ 
Invites the town to sup at Drurylane ; 
A dreadful lihn^ now he roars at powV, 
Which sends him to his brothers at the TiwV / . 
He's now a serpent^ and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay licks, the feet of those he stung ; 
What knot can bind him, his evasion such r 
One knot he well deserves, which might do much.- 

The flood, flame, swine, the lion, and the snake. 
Those fivefold monsters, modern authors make : 
The Snake reigns most ; Snakes, Pliny says, are bred. 
When the brains perished iu a human head. 
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Ye grov^llngy trodden, whipt, stript, turncoat things^ 
Made up of venom, volumes, stains, and stings ! 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge.^ like you, curst 
To scribble in the dust, was snake the first. 
What if xhe figure should in fact prove true ! 
It did in Elkenah, why not in you ? 
Poor Elkenah, all other changes past. 
For bread in Smitbfield dragons hist at last. 
Spit streams of fire to make the butchers gape> 
And found his manners suited to his shape : 
Such is the fate of talents misapply'd ; 
So liv'd your Prototype ; and so he dy'd. 

Th' abandon'd manners of our writing train 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain ; 
But in their fate, their habit, ^id their mien. 
That gods there are is eminently seen : 
Heav'n stands absolved by vengeance on their pen. 
And marks the murderers of fame from men : 
Through meager jaws they draw their venal breath. 
As ghastly as their brothers in Macbeth : 
Their feet through faithless leather meet the dirt. 
And oftner changed their principles than shirts 
The transient vestments of these frugal men. 
Hastens to paper for our mirth again : 
Too spon (O merry-melancholy fate !) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate : 
The man lampooned forgets it at the sight i 
The friend through pity gives, the foe through spite 5 
And though full conscious of his injur'd purse, 
LiNTOT relents, nor Curll can wish them worse. 
So fair the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent, probity, and sense. 

From these, their politics or quidnuncs seek. 
And Saturday* s the learning of the week : 
These labouring wits, like paviours, mend our ways. 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat, essays ; 
Ram their course nonsense down, though ne'er so dull y 
And hem at ev'ry thump upon your skull : 
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Theie staunch-bred writing bounds begin the cry. 

And honest folly echoes to the.lie. 

O how I laugh, when I a blockhead see^ * 

Thanking a villain for his/r^f>y ^ 

Who stretches out a most respectful ear, 

With snares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 

It tickles through my soul to hear the cocVs 

Sincere encomium on his friend the fox^ 

Sole patron of bis liberties and rights! 

While graceless Reynard listens — ^till he bites. 

As when the trumpet sounds, th' overloaded state 
Discharges all her poor and profligate ; 
Crimes of all kinds dishonoured weapons wield, 
kai prisons pour their filth into the £eld ; 
Thus nature's refuse, and the dregs of men. 
Compose the black militia of the pen. 



y Google 



EPISTLE II. 

FROM. 
O X F O R D. 



•••»••••••••■• 



ALL write at London : shall the rage abate 
Here, where it most should slune, the Muses seat ? 
The leam'd may chuse eternity, or ease ? 
Where, mortal or immortal, as they please ; 
Has not a * Royal Patron wisely strove 
To woo the muse in her Athenian grove ? 
Added new strings to her harmonious shell, 
And giv'n new tongues to those who spoke so well ? 
Let these instruct, with truth's illustrious ray, 
Awdce the world, and scare our owls away. 

Mean while, O friend ! indulge me, if I give 
Some needful precepts how to writey and live ! 
Serious should be an author's final views ; 
Who write for pure amusement, ne'er amuse. 

An Author I Tis a venerable name ! 
How few deserve it, and what numbers claim! 
Unblest with sense above their peers refin'd. 
Who shall stand up, dictators to mankind ? 
Nay, who dare shine, if not in virtues cause ? 
That sole proprietor of just applauset 

Te restless men, who pant for lettered praise. 
With whom would you consult to gain the bays ? — 
With those great authors whose f jm'd works you read ? 
'TIS well : go, then, consult the laurell'd shade. 
What answer will the laurell'd shade return ? 
Hear it, and tremble ! he commands you burn 

* His Ute MajeslytbeBefaetion for modern iMgnaget. 
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The noblest works his envy'd genius writ, 
That boast 6f nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as 'tis a truth most dread. 
Woe to the page which has not that to plead ! 
Fontaine and Chaucer y dying, wish'd unwrote, 
The sprightliest efforts of their wanton thought : 
Sidney and Waller, brightest sons of fame. 
Condemn the charm of ages to the flame : 
And in one point is all true wisdom cast. 
To think that early we must think at last. 

Immortal wits, ev'n dead, break nature's laws. 
Injurious still to virtue's sacred cause ; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revers'd ambition !) pant to be forgot. 

Thus ends your courted y»/w^ ; does lucre then, 
The sacred thint of gold, betray your pen ? 
In prose 'tis blameable, in verse 'tis worse. 
Provokes the muse, esitorts Appollo^% curse : 
His sacred influence never should be solrf ; 
'Tis arrant Simony to sing for gold : 
'Tis immortality should fire your mind ; 
Scorn a less paymaster than all mankind. 

If bribes you seek, know this, ye writing tribe I 
Who writes for virtue has the largest bribe :. 
All's on the party of the virtuous man \ 
The good will surely serve him, if they can j: 
The bad, when interest, or ambition guide. 
And 'tb at once their interest and their pride : 
But should both fail to take him to their care. 
He boasts a greater friend, and both may spare* 

Letters to man uncommon light dispense \ 
And what is virtue, but superior sense ? 
In parts and learning you who place your pride^ 
Tour faults are crimes, your crimes are double dy*d. 
What is a scandal of the first renown. 
But letter'd knaves, and atheists in a gown ? 

'Tis harder far to please than give offence ; 
The least misconduct damns the brightest sense \ 
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Each shallow patei that cannot read yoin* name. 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impressions -deep 
On those, that o'er a page of Milton sleep : 
Nor in their dullness think to save your shame. 
True, these are fools ; but wise men say the same. 

Wits are a despicable race of men. 
If they confine their talents to the pen j* 
When the man shocks us, while the ¥rriter shines. 
Our scorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence some dispense^ 
And play the fool, because they're men of sense. 
What instances bleed recent in each thought. 
Of men to ruin by their gfttius brought ! 
Against their wills what numbers ruin shun^ 
Purely through want of wit to be undone \ 
Nature has shewn, by making it so rare. 
That wifu a jewel which we need not wear. 
Of plain sound sense life's current coin is made ^ 
With that we drive the most substantial trade. 

Prudence protects and guides us y wit betrays $r 
A splendid source of ill ten thousand ways ; 
A certain snare to miseries immense ; 
A gay prerogative from common sense ; 
Unless strong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
An4 break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the best. 
Sense fills yoiu* head, and genius fires your breast ; 
Yet still forbear : your wit (ccmsider well) 
*'Tis great to shew, but greater to conceal ; 
As it is great to seize the golden prize 
Of place or power ; but greater to despise. 

If still you languish for aft author's name. 
Think private merit less than public fame. 
And fancy not to write is not to live ; 
Deserve, and take> the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is ; how dear 'twill cost. 
To write one page which you may justly boast. 
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Sense may be good, yet not deserve the press ; 
Who write, an awful character profess ; 
The world as pupil of their wisdom claim. 
And for their stipend an immortal fame : 
Nothing but what is solid or refin'd. 
Should dare ask public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit : 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 
No writer, fam'd in your own way, pass o'er j 
Much trust example, but reflection more : 
More had the ancients writ, they more had taught ; 
Which shews some work is left for modem thought. 

This weigh'd, perfection know ; and, known, adore ; 
Toil, burn for that ; but do not aim at more ; 
Above, beneath it, the just limits fix j 
And zealously prefer four lines to six. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write again. 
And for its swiftness ne'er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praise, 
&\ow runs the Pegasus that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay. 
Is just and wise ; for less is thrown away. 
Ttme only can mature the labouring brain \ 
Time is the father, and the midwife ^^im .* 
The same good sense that makes a man excel. 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. 
Downright impossibilities they seek ; 
What man can be immortal in a week i 

Excuse no fault : though beautiful, 'twilL harm ; 
One fault shocks nM>re than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands correctness^ Addison 
And you this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found. 
The whole is moital, if zparfs un found. 

He that strikes outy and strikes not out the best^ 
Pours lustre in, and dignifies the rest : 
Give e'er so little, if what's right be there. 
We praise for what jo\xhum and what you sfara 
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The part you burn, smells sweet before the shrine. 
And is as incense to the part divine. 

Xiox frequent write, though you can doit well ; 
Men may too ^/Z, though not too tnuchj excel. 
A few good works gain fame 5 more sink their price 5 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 
They granted you writ well, what can they more. 
Unless you let them praise for giving o'er ? 

Do boldly what you do, and let your page 
Smile, if it" smiles, and if it rages, rage. 
So faintly Lucius censures and commends, 
That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 

Let satire less engage you than applause ; 
It shew a gen'rous mind to wink at flaws: 
Is genius yours ? be yours a glorious end, 
Be your hinges ^ countrfsy truth* Sy religion's^ firiend ^ 
The public glory by your own beget \ 
Run nations, run posterity, in debt. 
And since the fam'd alone make others live. 
First have that glory you presume to give. 

If satire charms, strike faults, but spare the man : 
'Tis dull to be, as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high -, 
Round your own fame the fatal splinters fly. 
As the soft plume gives swiftness to the dart. 
Good-breeding sends the satire to the heart. 

Painters and surgeons may the structure scan ; 
Genius and morals be with you the man : 
Defaults in those alone should give offence ! 
Who strikes the person^ pleads his innocence. 
My narrow-minded satire can't extend 
To Codrui form 5 I'm not so much his friend^ 
Himself should publish that (the world agree.) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be bhck, fair, tall, short, thin, or fat. 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
;is that call'd humour P It has this pretence, 
'Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or sense. 
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Unless you boast the genius of a Swift, 
Beware oi humour ^ the dull fogue^s last shift. 

Can others write like you ? Your task give o'er, 
Tis printing what was published long before, 
If nought peculiar through your labours run. 
They're duplicates, and twenty are but oiiet 
Think frequently, think close, read nature, turn 
Men's manneifs o'er, and half your volumes "burn ; 
To nurse with quick reflection be your strife. 
Thoughts borA from present objects, warm from life : 
When most uhsought, such inspirations rise, 
Slighted by fools, and cherish'd by the wise: 
Expect peculiar fame from these alone \ 
These make an author, these are all your own. 

Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o*er \ 
Hence unexperienc'd children of three score. 
True, all men think of course, as all men dream j 
And if they slightly think, 'tis much the same. 

Letters admit not of a half-renown •, 
They give you nothings or they give a cre'mn. 
No ^ork e'er gain'd true fame, or ever can. 
But what did honour to the name of man. 

Weighty the subject ^ cogent the dis course , 
Clear be the st^ie^ the very sound of force \ 
Easy the conduct y simple the design^ 
Striking the moral y and the soul divine : 
Let nature art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 
O'er learn hig reason reign j o'er that, your Creed s 
Thus virtuis seeds, at once, and laurePs, grow' \ 
Do thus, and rise a Pope, or a Despreauz 
And when your genius exquisitely shines. 
Live up to the full lustre of your lines : 
Parts but expose those men whom virtue quit \ 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit ; 
And they plead Lucifer's detested cause. 
Who for bare talents challenge our applause. 
Would you rVstore just honours to the pen ? 
From able writers rise to worthy or^en. 

VoL.L 15 ' 
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<< Who*s this with nonsense, nonsense would restrain ? 
«« Who*s this (they cry) so vainly schools the vain ? 
«< Who damns our trash, with so much trash replete ? 
^« As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at meat ?** 

Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt. 
And challenge all mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge Examens overwhelm my page. 
And darken reason with dogmatic rage i 
As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme. 
In prose a duller could excuse the crime : 
Sure, next to writing, the most idle thing 
Is gravely to harrangue on what we sing. 

At that tribunal stands the writing tribe^ 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe x 
Time is the judge ; Time has nor friend nor foe y 
False fame must wither, and the true ^11 grow. 
Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defy ; 
For if I fell, by my own;pen I die ; 
While snarlers strive with proud but fruitless pain. 
To nvound immortals y or to slay the slain. 

Sore prest with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets levelFd at my head. 
Thus have Ifo^g'4 a buckler in my brain, 
Of recent form, to serve me this campaign : 
And safely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Deluged with ink, and sleep behind my shield ; 
Unless ^ire Codrus rouses to the fray 
In all liis might, and damns me — for a day. 

-As turns a flock of geese, and, on the green, 
Toke out their foolish necks in awkward spleen^ 
^Ridiculous in rage !) to hiss^ not hite^ 
So war their quills^ when sons of dulness write. 
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THRICE happy JoBf long Hv'd in Regal State, . 
Nor saw the sumptuous East a prince so great ; 
Whose worldly stores in such abundance flow'd. 
Whose heart witli such exalted virtue glow'd. 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign. 
And ills on ills succeed ; a dreadful train ! 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
The sword wide-wasting,, the reproachful tongue. 
And spotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs^ all o*er 
So thick with paiiis, they wanted room for more ? 
A change so sad what mortal heart could bear ? " 
Exhausted woe had left him nought to fear ; 
Bjit gave him all to grief, Lqw earth he prest, ^ 
Wept ifi the dust, and sorely smote his breast* 

*lt is disputed amongst the critics who was the author of th6 book of • 
Job ; some give it t^-JHoset, some to others. As I was en^ged in thw • 
little performance, some arguments occurred to me which tavor the for- 
mer of those opinions ; which arguments I have flung into the foUowing 
notes, where little else is to be expected. 

t The Almighty's speech, chapter xxxviii. &c. which- is what I para- 
phrase in this little worif, is by much the finest part of the noblest and 
most ancient poem in the world. Bishop Patrick says, its grandeur is as ^ 
mjich above all other poetry, as thunder is louder than a whisper. In or- 
der to set this distingulshed'part of the poem in a fuller light, and give the 
roftder a clearer conceiuion of it, I have abridged the preceding and subr • 
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His friends around the deep affliction mourn'dy 
Felt all his pangs and groan for groan returned ; 
In anguish of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And sev'n long days Tn solemn sileifice spent ; 
A debt of rev^k-ence to distress so great ! 
Then Job contained no more ; but curs'd his fate* 
His day of birth> its inauspicious light 
He wishes sunk in shades of endless nighty 
And blotted from the year; nor fears to crave 
Death, instant death 5 impatient for flie graV^, 
That seat of bliss, that mansion of repose. 
Where rest and mortals are no longer foes ; 
Where counsellors are hush'd and mighty kings 
(O happy turn !) no more are wretch^ things. 

His words were daring, an4 displeased his friends ; 
His conduct they reprove, ind he defends ; 
And now they kindled into warm debate. 
And sentiments oppos'd with equaj heat , 
Fix'd in opinion, both refuse to yield, 
And summon all their reason to the field : 
So high at length their ar^umeAts were wrpucfet^ 
They reach'd the last extent of human tlibught : 
A pause ensu'd. — When, lo ! B(eav^n interposed. 
And awfully the long contention cl6s*d. • 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible suprFse, 
A sudden whirlwind blackened all the si:ies : 

sequent parts of the popn>, and joinecj them to it; soihat this piece Is 'a 
sort of an epitome of the whole )l>ook of Job. v. .... 

I use the vf or d paraphrase ^ because I want another which miglifhetter 
answer to the uncommoo liberties I haye taken. I have ^mitted^ added, 
and transposed. The mauntain, the comet, the tun, and other pai-ts^ are 
entirely added : those upon ihe peacock , the lion, &c. are much enlarg- 
ed ; and I hav^ thrown the whole into a metliod more suited to 6ur no- 
tions of regularity. The judicious, if they compare this piece with the 
original, will, I flatter myself, find the reasons for the great Hberties I have 
indulged myself ia through the vhole* 

Longinus has a chapter on interrogations, wbteh shews that they con- 
tribtite much to tlie sublime. This speech of the Almighty is made np 
of them. InterrngatioD seems indeed the prdper style of majesty incens* 
ed. It differs from our manner of reproofi*, as bidding a person execute., 
himself, docs fx*om a common execution i for he that asks the guilty ». 
prober questiooj makes him, in effect, pass sentence oivWuiseJf. 
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(They saw, and trembled !)* From the darkness broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty spoke. 

Who gives his tongue a loose so bold and vain^ 
Censures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 
Lifts up his thoughts against me from the dust. 
And tells the World's Creator what is just ? 
Of late so brave, now lift a dauntless eye. 
Face my demand, and give it a reply : 
Where didst thou dwell at nature's early birth ? 
Who laid foimdations for the spacious earth ? 
Who on its surface did extend the Hne, 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine ?^ 
Who fix'd the comer stone ? What hand, declare, 
Hung it on nought, and fasten'd it on air; 
When the bright morning stars in concert sung. 
When heav'ns high arch with loud hosannas rung ; 
When 'shouting sons of God the triumph cTrown'd, 
And the vride concave thundered with the sound ? 
Earth's'ntimVousim|^di?wx,liagt thou view'd them all ? 
And can thy span of knowledge grasp the ball ? 
Who heav'd the mountain, which sublimely tonds. 
And casts its shadow Into dbtant lands ? 

Who, stretching forth his sceptre o'er the deep. 
Can that wide world indue subjection keep ? 
I broke the globe, I scoop'd its hollow'd side. 
And did a bason for the floods prdvide ; 
I chatn'd them with my word ; the boiKng sea, 
Work'd up In tempests, he^rs my great decree; 
" f Thus far, thy floating tide shall be cbnve/d; 
« And here, O main, be thy proud billows stay'd.*^ 

•*rbe book of Job is well knOwn to be, dramatic, and, like the tnigcdic* 
oCold Greece, is fiction built on truth. Probably this most noble part 6f 
it» the Almighty speaking out of the whirlwind (so suitable to the after- 
practise of the Greek stage, when there happened digmu nnmUce n9tkui) 
IS fictitious ; but is a fiction more agreeable to the time in which Job lived, 
than to any since. Frequent before the Law were the appearances of the 
Almightjr after this manner, %xod. xhc. Ezek. o. i, kc. Hence is he said 
to dwell in tidck darkneas .• ^nd Imve his loay in the xvhirtwind, 

t There ^ a very great air in all that precedes, but this is signally sub- 
Hme. "VVe are struck with adoiinxtion to see the vast and ungovernable 
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Hast thou explored the secrets of the deep, . 
Where, shut from use, unnumber'd treasures sleep ? 
Where, down a thousand fathoms from the day. 
Springs, the great fountain, mother of the sea ? 
Those gloomy paths did thy bold foot e*cr tread,. 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 

Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee ? 
Death's inmost chambers didst thou ever see ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
To the black portal through th' incumbent shade ? 
Deep are those shades ; but shades still deeper hide 
My counsels from the ken of human pride. 

Where dwells the light ? In what refulgent dome ? 
And where has darkness made her dismal home ? 
Thou i:now'st, no doubt^ since thy large heart is fraught. 
With ripen'd wisdom, through long ages brought ; 
Since nature wast cali'd forth when thou wast by^ . 
And into being rose beneath thine eve ! 

Are mists begotten ? Who their lather knew ? 
From whom descend the pearly drops of dew ? 
To bind the stream by night, what hand can boast. 
Or whiten morning with the ho2LrjJrostJ 
Whose pow'rful breath from northern regions blown,^ 
Touches the sea, and turns it into stone 1 
A sudden desart spreads o'er realms defac'd. 
And lays one half of the creation waste ? 

Thou know'st me not *, thy blindness cannot see^t 
How vast a distance parts thy God from thee. 
Canst thou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? Canst thou 
In clouds and darkness wrap thy awful brow ? 
And, when day triumphs in meridian light. 
Put forth thy htnd, and shade the world with night ?^ 

ocean receiving commands, am) ponet-aally obeying them ; to find it like 
armanaged horse, ragin|^, tossing, and foaming, but by the rule and diree-^- 
tton of its master. This passage yields in subtimity to. that of Let there 
be lighty &c. so much only, as tfie absolute government of nature yields to 
the creation of it. 

The like spiiit in these two passages is no bad concurrent argumeot»> 
that Moses is author of the book of Jab* 
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Who launched the clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Suspended seas aloft, from pole to pole ? 
Who can refresh the burning sandy plain. 
And quench the summer with a waste of rain ? 
Who, in rough desarts, far from human toil. 
Made rocks bring forth, and desolation smile ? 
There blooms the rose, where human face ne'er shone, 
And spreads its beauties to the sun alone. 

To check the showV, who lifts his hand on high, 
And shuts the sluices of th' exhausted sky. 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veinsi 
Her naked mountains, and her russet plains \ 
But, new in life, a cheerful prospect yields 
Of shining rivers, and of verdant fields ; 
When groves and forests lavish all their bloom. 
And earth and heaVn are fill'd with rich perfume ? 

Hast thou e*er scal'd my wintry skies, and seen 
Of hail and snows my northern magazine ? 
These the dread treasures of mine anger are, 
My funds of vengeance for the day of war. 
When clouds rain death, and storms, at my^coihmsmdi^ 
Rage through the world, or w^te a guilty land. 

Who taught the rapid nvinds to fly so fast, 
Or shakes the centre with his eastern blast ? 
Whcrfrom the skies can a whole deluge pour ? 
Who strikes through nature with the solemn roar 
Of dreadful thundery points it where to fall. 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ? 
Not he who trembles at the darted fires. 
Falls at the sound, and in the flash expires* 

Who drew the comet out to such a size. 
And poiit'd hiis fl:aming train o'er half the skies ? 
Did thy resentment hang him out ? Does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce, from thee ? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein. 
That guides the stars alon^ th* ethereal plain ? 
Appoint th^ir seasons, and direct their course. 
Their lustre brighten, and supply their force ? 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



178 A PARAPHRASE ON PART OF 

Canst thou the skies benevolence restrain. 
And cause the Pleiades to shine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion sparkles from his sphere. 
Thaw the cold season, and unbind the year ? 
Bid Mazzaroth his destin'd station know. 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow ? 
Mine is the nighty with all her stars ; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reserve in store. 

Dost thou pronounce where day-light shall be born, 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn \ 
Awake the /««, and bid him come away. 
And |dad thy world with his obsequious ray ? 
Hast mou, enthron'd in flaming glory, driv'n 
Triumphant roiind the spacious ring of heav'n ? 
That pomp of light, what hand so far displays. 
That distant earth lies basking in the blaze ? 

Who did the soul with her rich powers invest. 
And light up reason in the human breast ? 
To shine, with fresh increase of lustre, bright,^ 
When stars and sun are set in endless night ? 
To these my various questions make reply, 
T^' Almighty spoke ; and, speaking, shook the skj. 

What then, Chaldaan^ Sire, was thy surprise ! - 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and down-cast eyes : 
<< Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 
<< My tongue has err'd ; but shall presume no more. 
<< My voice is in eternal silence bound, 
*< And all my soul falls prostrate to the ground.*' 

He ceas'd : When, lo ! again th' Almighty spoke ; 
The same dread voice from the black whirlwind broke. 

Can that arm measure with an arm diving ? 
And canst thou thunder with a voice like mine ?. 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-spreading main. 
When, mad with tempests, all the billows rise 
In all their rage, and dash the distant skies ? 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence arra/d 5 
And be the grandeur of thy pow'r displayed ;. 
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Put on omnipotence, and, frowning, make 

The spacious round of the creation shake ; 

Despatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 

Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low. 

And crumble them to dust. When this is done^ 

I grant thy safety lodgM in th^e alone j 

Of thee thou art, and mayst undaunted stand 

Behind the buckler of thine own right-hand. 

Fond man ! the vision of a moment made ! 
Dream of a dream ! and shadow of a shade ! 
What worlds hast thou produced, what creatures framM ; 
What insects cherish'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 
When ♦ painM with hunger, the wild Raven's brood 
Loud calls on God, importunate for food. 
Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarse reqnest> 
And stills the clamour of the craving nest ? 

Who in the stupid f Ostrich has subdu'd 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 

* Another argument that Mosea was the author, is, that most of the 
creatures here mentioned are Egyptian. The reason given why the ra- 
ven is particularly mentioned as an object ot' the care of FroTidenee, is, 
because by her clamorous and importunate voice, she particularly 
aeems always calling upon it i thence xoftna-Tot et KOf*( JBUan, 1. i. i. e. 48. is 
to ask earnestly. And since there were ravens on the bank of the JVife 
more clamorous than the rest of that speciei, those probably are meant 
in that place. 

t There are many initanees of this bird's stupidity : Let two soffiee* 
FirU, it covers its head in the reeds, anil thinks itself all out of sight : 

- - - - - - - - Stat Ivmine clauao 

Jiidendttm fevoluta caput, cretUtque latere 

Quit non ipta videt --- Claud. 

Secondly^ They that go in pursuit of them, draw the skin of an Os- 
trich's neck on one hand, which proves a sufficient lure to take them with 
the other. 

They have so little brain, that -flfeioj^aAa^w* had six hundred heads for 
supper. 

Here we may observe, that our judicious as well as sublime author, 
just touches the great points of distinction in each creature, and then has- 
tens to anothei'. A description is exact when you cannot add^ but what is 
common to another thing ; nor withdraw, but something peculiarly be- 
longing to the thing described. A fifceness is lost in too much descripion^ 
bis as a meaimj^ often iu too much illustration* 
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While far she flies, her scattered eggs are foimd^ 

Without an owner, on the sandy ground j 

Cast out on fortune, they at mercy lie. 

And borrow life from an indulgent sky : 

Adopted by the sun, in blaze of day. 

They ripen under his prolific ray« 

Unmindful she, that some unhappy tread 

May crush her young in their neglected bed. 

* What time she skims along the field with speed, 

f She scorns the rider and pursuing steed. 

How rich the Peacock !% what bright glories run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the sun ! 
He proudly spreads them, to the golden ray 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day ; 
With conscious state the spacious round displays^ 
And slowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the Hawk to find in seasons wise. 
Perpetual summer, and a change of skies ? 
When clouds deform the year, she mounts the wind^ 
Shoots to the south, nor fears the storms behind \ 
The sun returning, she returns again. 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 

Though strong the Hawky§ tho* practis'd well to fly. 
An Eagle drops her in a lower sky ; 

• Here is marked another j^cu/tar quality of the crcatnre, ivhich nei- 
ther flies nor runs directly, but has a motion oomp«aed of both, tisiog its 
wings as sails, makes great speed. 

Vasta 'veltit Libya vermntum vocibuf ales 
Cum premituv, cat'idas cttrsit traiismitit arenaSf 
Incite modum veli ainuatis fiaxnilie pennis 
Pulveriiicnta volat - - - - - - Claad. in Eutr. 

f Xenephon »ays, Cyrus had horses that eould overtake the goat and 
the wild ass ; but none that could reach this creature. A thousand golden 
ducats' or an hundred camels, was the stated price of a horse that couid 
equal their speed » 

i: Though this bird is but just mentioned in my author, I couM not for* 
beargoing a little farther, and spreading those beautiful plume's, which 
are tnere shut up, in halFa rioieii lines. The circumstance 1 have njark- 
cd of his opening his plumes to tlie sun is true : Expaudit colores edver' 
80 maximeaoie, quia sicfulgentius radiant. Plin. I. x. c. 20. 

$ ThyamuB {fie He ^cc^,"] mentions- a hawk tiiat flew from Paris f9 
ndon |u a n%ht. 
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An EagJe, wl^en^ deserting human sight. 

She seeks the sun in her unweary'd Sight : 

Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 

So high in air, and set her on the clift. 

Where far above thy world she dwells alQne> 

And proudly makes. the strength of rocks ^er own ; 

* Thence wide o'er nature takes her dre^d survey. 

And with a glance predestinates her prey ? 

She feasts her young with blood ; and, hov'ring o'er 

Th' unslaughter'd host, enjoys the promised gore. 

f Know'st thou how many moons, by me assigned. 
Roll o'er the mountain Goat, and forest Hind, 
While pregnant they a mother's load sustain ? 
They bend in anguish, and cast forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed i 
Walk unsustain'd, apd unassisted feed ; 
They live at once ; forsake the dam's warm side 5 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide ; 
Bound o'er the lawn, or seek the distant glsKle j 
And find a home in each delightful shade. . 

Will the tall Reem, which ^owsno Lord b]ut m^, 
Low at the crib, and ask an alms of thee ; 
Submit his unworn shoulder to the yoke. 
Break the stiff clod, and o'er thy furrow saK>ke i 

And the V^gyptiana, in regard to its swiftness, made it their symbol for 
the wind ; for which reason we may suppose the hawk^ as well as the 
crow above, to hare been a bird of note in Egypt. 

^ * The eagle is said to be of so acute a sight, that when she is so high in 
air that man eamiot see her, she ean discernthe smallest fi^ under water. 
My author aceurately understood the nature of the creatures hedescribes, 
and seems to have been a Naturalist as well as & Poet,whichthe next note 
will eoofirm. 

t The meaning of this qtiestion is, Know'st thou the time and circum' 
stances of their bringing forth ? For to kuow the time only was easy, and 
had nothirig extraordinary in it ; but the circumstances had somciliing 
peculiarly expressive of God's Providence, which makes the question 
proper in this place. Pliny observes, that the hind witli young is by in- 
stinct directed to a certain herb ca'lcd SesettBj which facilitates the Ijirlh. 
Thunder also (which looks like the more imntediate hand of Providence) 
has the same ertect. Pa. xxix. In so early aoage toobicrve these things, 
may stde our author a Naturalist. 

Vol. L 16 
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Since great his strength, go trust him, vrnd of care ; 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year ; 
Bid him Imng home the seasons to thy doors. 
And cast his load among thy gathered stores. 

Didst thou from service the Wild-Ass discharge. 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large. 
Through the wide waste, his ample mansion, roam. 
And lose himself in his unbounded home ? 
By nature's hand, magnificently fed. 
His meal is on the range of mountains spread % 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along. 
He sees in distant smoke the city throng ; 
Conscious of freedom, scorns the smotherM train^ 
The threat'ning driver, and the servile rein. 

Survey the warlike Horse ! didst thou invest 
With thunder, his robust distended chest ? 
No sense of fear his dauntless soul allays ; 
'Tis dreadful to behold his nostrils blaze ^ 
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight. 
And triumphs in the frilness oi his might ; 
High-rais'd he snufis the battle from afar. 
And bums to plunge amid the raging war ; 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around. 
And in a storm of friry shakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his rising heart, advance 
Full on the brandlshM sword, and shaken lance ; 
While his fix'd eye-balls meet the dazzling shield. 
Gaze, and return the lightning of the field ! 
He sinks the sense of pain in gen'rous pride. 
Nor feels the shaft that trembles in his side \ 
But neighs to the shrill trumpet's dreadful blast 
Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his last. 

But, fiercer still, the lordly Lion stalks. 
Grimly majestic in his lonely walks ; 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly 5 
He clears the desart with his rolling eye. 
Say, mortal, does he rouse at thy command. 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand ? 
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Dbst thou for him in forests bend thy bow^ 
And to his gloomy den the morsel throw> 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny broody 
And) couch'd in dreadful ambushs pant for blood y 
Otf stretch'd on broken limbs, consume the day^ 
ki darkness wrapt, and slumber o'er their prey ? 
* By the pale moon, they take their destin'd round. 
And lash their sides,, and furious tear the ground. 
Now shrieks, and dying groans, the desart fill j 
They rage, they rend j their ray'nous jaws distil 
With crimson foam ;. and, when the banquet's o'er,. 
They stride away, and paint their steps with gore ; 
In flight alone the shepherd puts- his trust^^ 
And shudders at the talon in the dust. 

Mild, is my Behemoth^ though large his frame \ 
Smooth is his temper, and represt his flame. 
While unprovok'd. This native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts ashore for food ; 
Earth sinks beneath him, as he moves along. 
To seek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 
See with what strength his harden'd loins are boilnd. 
All over proof, and shut against a wound. 
How like a mountain cedar moves his tail I 
Nor can his complicated sinews fail. 
Built high and wide, his solid bones surpass 
The bars of steel \ his ribs are ribs of brass ; 
His port majestic, and his armed jaw. 
Give the wide forest, and the mountain, law. 
The mountains feed him ; there the beasts admire 
The mighty stranger, and in dread retire : 
At length his greatness nearer they survey. 
Graze in his shadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and marshes are his cool retreat. 
His noontide shelter from the burning heat ; 

• Pursuing their prey by nijjht is true of most wild beasts, particularly 
die 1ion< Pi. cvi. 20. The Arabiant have one amoog their 500 names 
for the iioD, \vhich signifies the hunter ky moonshine. 
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Their sedgy bosoms Ins wide couch are madje. 
And groves of willows give him sdl theik" shade. 

His eye drinks Jordan up> when fir*d with droD^t> 
He trusts to turn its carrem down his throat ; 
In lessened waves it creeps s^ong the plain : 
* He sinks a river, ind he thirsts again, 

f Go to the Nsle^ and, from its fruitful side. 
Cast forth thy line into the swelling tide : 
With slender hair Leviathan command. 
And stretch his vastness on the loaded strand. 
Will he become thy servant ? Will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ? 
Or with his sport amuse thy leisure day. 
And, bound in silk, with thy soft maidens play ? 

Shall poippous banquets swell with such a prize ? 
And the bowl journey round his ample size ? 
Or the debating merchants share the prey. 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Through his firm skull what steel its way can win ? 
What forceful engine can subdue his skin ? 
Fly far, and live ; tempt not his matchless might : 
The bravest shrink to cowards in his s ig ht \ 
X The rashest dare not rouse him up : Who then 
Shall turn on Me, among the sons of men ? 

* Cepltesi gtaciate caput gvo snetus anhelam 
Fen^e aitim I'ljthQn, amnemque averiere pant9. 

Stat. Theb. t. 549. 

Qui spirU tegeret nHmtea, htinviret hiatu 

Flumina^ ?cc. Claud. Pref. in Riif. 

Let not then this hyperbole seem too much for an eastern poet, thcmgk 
some eooimeotalors of name strain bard in tliis place for a new conslruc- 
sion, through fear of it. 

t The taking the crocodile is most difficult. Biodorun 8ay€, they are 
not to be taken but by iron nets. When Augustus conqnerro JEgypty fc« 
struck a medal, the impress of \rhich was a crocodile chained to a palm- 
tree, with this inscription, JsTemo antea reHgavit. 

i This alludes to a custom of this creature, which is, when sated with 
fish, to come ashore and sleep among the reeds. 
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Am I debtor ? Hast thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts that are on me conferred ?' 
My lavish fruit a. thousand- valiies fills» 
And Mine the herds> that graze a thousand hills :: 
Earthy sea, and air^ All nature is my own ; 
And stars and sun are dust beneath my tlurone^ 
And dar^st Thou with the World's^ great Father vi^, 
Thou> who dost tremble at my creature's eye ? 

At full my huge Leviathaa shall rise^ 
Boast allhis strength^ and spread his wond'rous size. 
Whoj great in arms, e'er stripped his shining mail>. 
Or crowned his triumph with a single, scale r 
Whose heart sustains him to draw near ? * Behold> 
Destruction yawns ^ his spacious jaws unfoldf 
And mar^alPd round the wide expanse, disclose 
Teeth edg'd with, death, and crowding rows on rows ^; 
What hideous fangs on either side arise ! 
And what a deep abyss between them lies ! 
Mete with thy lance^ and with thy plummet sounds, 
The one how long, die other how profound. 

His bulk, isxharg-d with such a furious soul, ^ 
That clouds of smoke from his spread nostrils roll, . 
As from a furnace ; and, when rous'd his ire, 
t Fate issues from, hi? jaws in streams of fire.. 

"^The eroci6dil6'ft moutlt if execednif -wid«. Whea h» gapes, uifwPU^ 
^, Ht tQium 08. Martial says to his old voman. 
Cum eomparata rictibus tnit ora 
MHucus habet crocodilus angusta. 

So that the expjresslon there is barely jast. 

" t This too ii nearer troth' than at first view may be imagined. The 
crocodile, say the naturalists, lying long under -wlater, and being thiere 
forced to hold its breath, when it emerges, the breath long represt is hoti 
and barsts out so violently, that it resembles fire and smoke. The horse 
SQppresses not his breath by any means so long, neither is he s* fierce and 
animated; yet the most correct "ofpoetfr ventures to use th»^ same meta- 
phor concerning him. 

CoUectumque premens voltit subnaribu8\gxt%m. 
By this and the foregoing note I would caution against a false opioion of 
the eastern boldoessjfrom passages in them ill understood. 
16* 
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The rage of temp^H^ atddthe root of leais. 
Thy tertotj thk tbjr gr^sd ^t^eridk* {dense } 
Strength on his ampl^^hoiildtfr sit» in st^e ; 
His well-jioiM'd Uinbs are dreadfttUy oofii|deie ; 
His flakes of soKd B^s^h tdtt ^l0# to part ) 
As steel his oerves, as iidstmatit his hearl. 
When, tate aw&'d, he reats hite from this floflHd^ 
And, stretdiifig fiMth Ids stoMre to the dMdt, 
Writhes in the sua lAtk hk ^ealf hdght, 
And strafes the distant hHk wiilh ^mmietit^^. 
Far round stre fatsll damp^ of tisti*^ ^ead. 
The mighty fear, nor Uudh to cnm tlidbr dread. 

*Larg6 is hh fronts and,<#h6ii his bctfnisk^d ey^ 
lift their broad lids, iht mondtig seeitis to rise. 

In Taito may d^tth in vsttiotiB shapes hmide) 
The swift wingM arrow, the descending 1>)ade ; 
His naked breast their impotence di^es i 
The dart rebounds, the brittle ftukhion fli«s. 
Shut in hiiiiself the war wifliotit he beAts^ 
Safe in the tempest df their ratt'Ung spiral ; 
The cumber'd strand theil" Wasted -volleys Jtti^oW s 
His sport, the rageiind labour of die fee. 

His pastimes l&e a eaiildron boil the'fiood^ 
And blacken ocean with tiie rising mud ^ 

* IK* evea are Mke 4he eye4Uk of the msmin^, I tbink thbciipct ii*im 
great an image of the thing it would expt^eti, as 0aii enter the Uiaugbt tC 
roan. It is not improbable that the Eiyptiant stole their hieroglyphie 
for the morningy Which is the crocodile s eje, from this passage^ thoagh 
no commentator, I hare seen, mentions it. It is easy to conceive how the 
Egyptiann should be both readers and adrnven ^f me writings of Mbie*, 
^vhom I suppose the author of tbis-poem. 

I have observed already that three or four of the creatures here de- 
scribed are Egyptian ; the two last are notoriously so, they are the river- 
horse and the crocodile^ those celebrated inliabitaots of the NUe ; and 09 
these two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It would have been ex- 
pected from an author more remote from that river than Motet, in a cat- 
alogue of«reatares produced to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on 
the two lamst works of his hand, wz. the elephant and the whale. This 
is so aaturafan expectation, that spme commentators have rendered Behe* 
moth and Leviathan^ the elephant and whale, though the descriptions in 
our author, will not admit or it ; but Jkfaaet being, as we may well sup- 
pose, under an immediate terrorof the hippopttaanot and oro^iie» from 
their daily mischiefs and ravages around nm, it is very accountable why 
he should permit them to take place. 
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The billows feel him^ as he works his way ; 

His hoary footsteps shine along the sea ; 

The foam high wrought, with white divides the green> 

And distant sailors point where death has been. 

His like earth bears not on her spacious face : 
Alone in nature stands hb dauntless race» 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'dy 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around : 
Makes ev'ry swoln, disdainful heart subside. 
And holds dominion o'er the soni of pride. 

Then the CbaliUan eas'd his lab'ring breast, 
With full conviction of his crime opprest. 

<< Thou can'st accomplish All things Lord of Might : 
« And ev'ry thought is naked to thy sight. 
** But, oh ! Thy ways are woderful, and lie 
** Beyond the deepest reach of mortal eye. 
« Oft have I heard of Thine Aknighty Pow'r; 
*^But never saw Thee till this dreadful hour. 
"Overwhelmed with shame, the Lord of life I see, 
" Abhor myself, and give my soul to iThee. 
"Nor shall my weakness tempt thine anger more t 
" Man is not made to question^ but adore. 
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Let the sea make a noise y let the floods slap their hands. 

Psalt xcviu* 



L 

SWEET rural scene ! 

Oi flocks and green ! 
At careless ease my limbs are spread ; 

All nature stilly 

But yonder rill ; 
And listening pines nod o'er my head : 

IL 

in prospect wide. 

The boundless tide ! 
Waves xease to foam, and winds to roar j 

Without a breeze, 

The curling seas 
Dance on, in measure to the shore. 

III. 

Who sings the source 
Of wealth ^XiA force f 
Vast field of commerce, and big nvar^ 
Where wonders dwell ! 
Where terrors swell ! 
' And Neptune thunders from his car ? 
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IV. 

Where ? Where are they, 

Whom Faaifs ray 
Has toud^d, and bid divinely rave ? — 

What ! none aspire ? 

I snatch the lyre. 
And plunge into the foaming wave. 

V. 

The wave resounds ! 

The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my song reply ! 

I lead the choir. 

And they conspire, 
With voice and shell, to Uft it high. 

VI. 

They spread in air 
Their bosoms fair. 
Their verdant tresses pour behind : 
The billows beat 
With nimble feet, 
- With notes triumphjmt^wcil Ae wind.. 

VII. 

Who love the shore. 

Let those adore 
The God Apollo^ znd, his Nine^ 

Parnassus* bill, 
' And Orpheus' skill ; 

But let Arion's barp be mine. 

VIIL 

The main ! the main ! 
Is Britain's reign 5 
Her strength, her glory, is her feet : 
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The main ! the main ! 
Be Britqiffs strain ; 
As Tritons strong, as Sjrens sweet. 

Thro' n?iture.w«fe 
Is nought descry?d 

So rich in pleasure or surprise 5 
When all-s^ne, 
How sweet the scene ! 

How dreadful^ when the billows rise 5 

:^. 

And storms drface 

The fluid i^ssy 
In which ere-while Britannia fair 

Look'd down with pride, 

Like Oce^ris bride. 
Adjusting her n^ajestic.air ! 

Wh«n tetiipeits^ ceas^ 
, Axid, Jmfili^jd an. pgace. 

The flattened surges smoothly spread. 
Deep silence keep, 
And seeqi to sleep 

Recumbent on their pozy feed; 

With whfrt a trance^ 

The level ^anee, 
Unbroken; shoots along the seas ! 

Which tempt from shore 

The painted oar ; 
And every canvas courts the brpezef 
Vol. I. 1^ 
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xni. 

When rushes forth 
The frowning north 
On black'ning billows, with what dread 
My shudd'ring soul 
Beholds them roll. 
And hears their roarings o'er my head I 

XIV. 

With terror, mark 

Yon flying bark I 
Now centre-deep descend the brave % 

Now, toss'd on high, 
. It takes the sky, 
A feather on the tow'ring wave I 

XV. 

Now sjrins around 

In whirls profound : 
Now whelm 'd ; now pendant near the clouds^ 

Now stunn'd, it reels 

Midst thunders peals : 
And now fierce li^tning fires the shrmids. 

XVI. 

All Ether burns ! 

Chaos returns ! 
And blends, once more, the seas and skies ; 

No space between 

Thy bosom green, 
O deep I and the blue concave, lies. 

\ xvn. 

The northern blast. 
The shattered mast, 
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The syrt, the whirlpool^ and the rock^ 

The breaking spout. 

The stars gone out, 
Th^ boiling straight, the monsters shock, 

XVIIL 

Let others fear ; 

To Britain dear 
Whatever promotes her daring claim j 

Those terrors charm. 

Which keep her warm 
In chace of honest gain, or fame« 

XIX. 

The stars are bright 

To cheer the ni^t. 
And shed, thro' shadows, tempered &e ; 

And Pbcebui flames. 

With burnished beams. 
Which some adore^ and all ^mire. 

XX. 

Are then the seas 

Outshone by these ? 
Bright Thetis I thou art not outshone y 

Witl/ kinder beams, 

And softer gleams. 
Thy bosom wears them as thy own. 

XXL 

There^ set in green^ 

Gold'Stars are seen, 
A mantle rich ! thy charms to wrap \ 

And when the sun 

His race has run. 
He falls enamour'd in thy lap. 
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Those clouds^ whose dyes 

Adorn the skies, 
That silver srmv^ that pearly rtuny 

Has Fhcetus stole 

To grace the pole, 
The plunder of th' invaded main ! 

xxm. ! 

The gaudy ^ow, j 

Whose colours glow, I 

Whose arch with so much skill is bent, I 

To Pheehu/ rsij. 

Which paints so gay, 
By thee the wat'ry woof was brait. 

XXIV. 

In chambers deep> j 

Where waters sleep, I 

What unknown treasures pave the floor ! 

The pearl f in rows. 

Pale lustre throws ; 
The wealth immense, which storms devour. 

XXV. , 

From Indian mines. 

With proud designs. 
The merchant, swoln, digs golden ore ; 

The tempests rise. 

And seize the prize. 
And toss him breathless on the shore. 

XXVI. 

His son complains 
In pious strains, 
«< Ah cruel thirst of gold !" he cries ; 
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Then ploughs the main; 
Inzealforgain^ 
The tears yet swelling in his eyes* 

XXVIL 

Thou wat'ry vast ! 

What mounds are cast 
To bar thy dreadful flowings o'er ! 

Thy proudest foam 

Must know its home j 
But rage of gold disdams a shore^ 

xxvin. 

Gold pleasure buys 5 

But pleasure dies. 
Too soon the gross fruition cloys ;. 

Though raptures- court^. 

The sense is short j 
But virtue kindles living joys r 

XXIX. 

Joys felt alone I 

Joys ask'd of none ! 
Which time's and fortune's arrows nuss :: 

Joys that subsist. 

Though fates resist. 
An unprecarious, endless bliss I 

XXX. 

The soul refined 

Is most inclin'd^ 
To every moral excellence ; 

All vice is dull, 

A knave's a fool ; 
And virtue is the child of senses * 
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XXXI. 

The virtuous mind. 

Nor tuaWf nor wind. 
Nor civfl rage, nor tyrant'^ frown. 

The shakeh ball. 

Nor planfet'i fell, 
From its firm bfttid t^tk d«dtfOft0« 

XXXlI. 

This Britain knows. 

And therefore glows 
With gen'rous passtons} end expends 

Her wealth and zeal 

On public #ea>i 
And brightens boA bjr gbd^'like e^ds. 

XXXltt. 

What end so great 

As that which late 
Awoke the genius of the main : 

Which tow'riiig rose 

With GEokiSte t^ dose. 
And rival grejit feLizA'si»eign ? 

XXXIV. 

A vdiee has fhwn 

From Britain* s throne 
To re-inflame a grand dengn ; 

T7>at voice shall r^ar 

Yon * fabric fairy 
As nature's rose at the divine. 

XXXV. 

When nature sprung, 
Blest angels sung, 
•A new fund for Greenvfich hospital, recommended from the throae. 
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And shouted o'er the rising ball ; 

For strains as high 

As man's can fly^ 
These sea-devoted honours call. 

XXXVI. 

ttota bostfrous seasj 

The lap of ease 
Receives our nuounded, and our old; 

High dom^s a^end ! 

Stretch'd arches bend ! 
Proud columns swcU ! wide gates unfold ! 

xxxvn. 

Hire^ sofi>reclin*d> 

From wave, from wind. 
And fortune's tempest safe ashore, 

To cheat their care. 

Of former war 
They talk die pleasing stmdows o'er. 

xxxvni. 

In lengtherfd talcs. 

Our fleet prevails ; 
In tales the lenitive^ tiage! 

And o'er the bowl. 

They fire the soul 
Of list'nicg jrwii, ta martial rage. 

XXXIX. 

Unhappy they! 

And falsely gay ! 
Who bask forever in success ; 

A constant feast 

Quite palls the taste, 
And long enjoyment is distress. 
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XL. 

When, after toil, 

His native soil 
Ttie panting mariner regains. 

What transport flows 

From bare r^ose ! 
We reap our pleasure mua our pains. 

XLL 

Ye warlike slain f 

Beneath the main, 
Wrapt in a wat'ry winding sheet r 

Who bought with blood 

Your country's good. 
Your country's ^fulUbhwn glory greets 

XLH. 

What powerful charm 
Can death disarm ? 

You long, your iron slumbers break ?' 
By Jove^ by Fame^ 
By Geouge's name, 

Awake ! awake ! awake L awake t 

xLin. 

with spiral shell. 

Full blasted tell. 
That all your wat'ry redms shbuld ring ; 

Your pearl'Zlcoves, 

Your coral-gcoveSf 
Should echo tieirs, and Britain^ s king* 

XLIV. 

As long as stars 

Guide mariners, 

^Written soon after King George the first's acoe$si«0: 



y Google 



AN OSS. ^1 



As Caeolina's virtue]^ please^ 
Or suns inviu 
The raTish'd sights 

The Britisb flag shall sweep the seas. 

ILV. 

Petutmr both I 

Our soiVs strong growth, 
And our bold natives' hardy mindj 

Sure heaven bespoke 

Out hearts zndioaky 
To give a master to mankind. 

XLVI. 

That noblest birth 

Of teeming earthy 
Of forests fair, that daughter proud, 

To foreign coasts 

Our grandeur boasts. 
And Britain* s pleasure speaks aloud : 

XLvn. 

Now big with ivar. 

Sends fate from far, 
If rebel realms their fate demand 5 

Now, sumptuous spoils 

Of foreign soils 
Pours in the bosom of our land. 

XLvra. 

Hence, Britain lays 
In scales, and weighs ^ 

The £&te of kingdoms, and of kings % 
And as she frowns. 
Or smiles, on crowns 

A nighti or day of glory, springs. 
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XLDL 

Thus Ocean swells 
The streams and rills. 

And to their borders lifts them high' ; 
Or else withdraws 
The mighty cause, 

And leaves their zamish'd channek dry* 
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CONTAININC. 



L The BRITISH Sailor's ExuUation. 
n. His Prayer before Engagement. 
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THB 

DEDICATION. 

TO 

MR. VOLTAIRE. 



•••••• •••■»••• 



I. 

MY Muse, a bird of passage, flies 
From frozen climes to milder skies ; 

From chilling blasts she seeks thy cheering beam^ 
A beam of favour, here deny'd \ 
Conscious of faults, her blushing pride 

Hopes an asylum in so great a name. 

II. 

* To dive full deep in ancient days^ 
The Hvarrior^s ardent deeds to raise. 

And monarches aggrandize :— the glory, thine % 
Thine is the drama^ how renown'd I 
Thine, Epic's loftier trump to sound % ■ 

But let Arion's sea-strung harp be mine : 

III. 

But whereas his dolphin ? Know'st thou, tvhere ?- 
May that be found in thee, VoltAire I 

Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave : 
How will thy name illustrious raise 
My sinking song ! Mere mortal hjs^' 

So patroniz'd, are rescued from the grave. 

• Ai.naU of Ui€ Emperor Charles XIl. Ljtwis XIV. 

Vol. I. .18 
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IV. 

« Tell me," say*st thou, <* who courts my smile ? 

« What stranger stray'dfrom yonder Isle ?" — . 
No stranger, Sir ! though bom in foreign climes 5 

On Dorset downs, wl^fim Milton's page. 

With Sin and Death, provok'd thy rage. 
Thy rage provok'd, w& sooth'd with geatle i^ymes .? 

V. 

Wio kindly couch*d thy censure's eye. 

And gave thee clearly to descry 
Sound judgment giving law to fancy strong ? 

Who half indin'd thee to confess. 

Nor could thy modesty do less. 
That Mhjon's blindoess. lay ^ot in his song ? 

VI. 

But such debater long since so^ flown 4 

Forever set the suns that shone 
On airy pastimes, ere our brq^ were grey : 

How shortly sh^U we both forget, , 

To thee my patron, I my debt. 
And thou tp thine, for Prussia* 4 golden key. 

vn. 

The presf nt> in oblivion cast. 

Full soon shall sleep, as sleeps the past ; 
.Full soon the wide distinctioQi die between 

Th^ frowns, and favours of the great ; 

High-flush'd success, and pale defi^at i 
The Gallic^ gaiety, and British spleen. 

vni. 

Ye winged, ye rapid moments ! stay'>-» 
Oh friend ! as deaf as rapid^ they ; 
Life's little drama done, the curtain falls $ 
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Dost thou not hear it ? I can hear. 
Though nothing strikes the li^'ning ear ; 
Ttme groans his last ! ETERNAL loudly calls I 

IX. 

Nor calls in vain, the^l impirei 

Far other councilsi and desires, 
Than once pcevatl'd ; we stand on higher ground ; 

What scenes we see ! ■ Exalted aim I 

With ardour's new^ our spirits flame ) 
Ambition blest 1 with more than launU crowned. 
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SEA PIECE. 

ODE THE FIRST. 

THE BRITISH SAILOR'S E±ULTATION. 



I. 

IN lofty sounds let those delight, " 
A ^ ^o.brave the foe, but fear the fight ; 
And bold in word, of arms decline the stroke : 

T^is mean to boast, but great to lend 

To foes the counsel of a friend. 
And warn them of the vengeance the^ provoke. 

II.' 

From yhen^c arise thsss loud alarmo P 

Why gleams the south with brandished arms ? 
War, bath'd in blood, from curst ambition springs : 

Ambition, mean ! ignoble pride ! 

Perhaps their ardours may subside, 
When weigh'd the wonders Brttaitfs sailor sings. 

IIL 

Hear, and revere. — At Brttain^s nod. 
From each enchanted grove and wood, 

Hastes the huge oaky or shadeless forest leaves \ 
The mountain pines assume new forms. 
Spread canvass-wings, and fly through storms. 

And ride o'er rocks* and dance on foaming waves. 
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IV. 

She nods again : The labouring earth 

Discloses a tremendous biH:h $ 
In smoaking rivers runs her moulten ore ; 

Thence, monstef s of dnorniotts size^ 

And hideoms aspect, threat'tung rise^ 
Flame from the deck, from tremUing bastions rolr. 

V. 

These minister^ of fate fulfil. 

On empires ^ide, an isiand's wQl, 
When thrones imjuat wake vengettice : Know, ye pdVi^ I 

In sudden ni|kt,8nd ponderottis balls. 

And floods of Sarhe, the tempest falls, 
When braved Sritanni^fs awful sena^ lowVs. 

VI. 

In her ♦ grand council shfe surveysj 

In patriot pktute, wiMit may raife^ 
Of ins6teftt attempts, a ^ar m disd»n ; 

From hope's mumphastt samtmt dnrowiiy 

Like darted lightning, swiftly dolm 
The wealth of iW, attd confidence of Spaifh 

vn. 

Britannia ^teaths ber cotMge k&ett> 

And spares her tiftrous inagaeine ; 
Her cannon sluad>er, till the f^cfud aspire^ 

And leave all bfwbel^ them ; then ^j bla^e I 

They thunder fromtesonifiding seas, 
Tcfd^'d by ttieir in$«r'd ma^teir's 5aul of fire. 

* Hospe of liordt. 
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VIII. 

Then furies rise ! the battle raves ! 

And rends the skies ! and warms the waves ! 
And calls a tempest from the peaceful deep. 

In spite of nature, spite of Jove, 

While all-serene, and hush'd above. 
Tumultuous winds in azure chambers sleep* 

IX. 

A thousand deaths the bursting bomb 
Hurls from her disembowel'd womb ; 

Chain'd, glowing globes, in dread alliance, join'd^ 
Red-wing'd by strcmg, sulphureous blasts. 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men and masts ; 

And leave sing'd, naked, bbod-drown'd, decks behind. 

X. 

Dwarf laurels rise in tented fields ; 

The wreath immortal ocean yields ; 
There war's whole sting is shot, whole fire is spent. 

Whole glory blooms : How pale, how tame. 

How lambent is Bellona's flame 5 
How her storms languish on the continent I ^ 

XL 

from the dread front of ancient war 

Less terror frown'd 5 her scythed car> 
Her castled elephant, and batt'ring beam. 

Stoop to those engines which deny 

Superior terrors to the sky, 
And boast their clouds, their thunder, and their fl^une. 

XIL 

The flame, the thunder, and the cloud. 
The night by day, the sea of blood, 
^osts wbirl'din air, the yeM of sinking throngs^ 
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The graveless dead^ and ocean warm'd^ 
A firmament by mortals storm'd. 
To patient Britains angry brow belongs. 

xm. 

Or do I dream ? Or do I rave ? 

Or see I Vulcan's st>oty cave, 
Where Jove's red bolts the giant brothers frame ? 

Those swarthy gods of toil znd heat^ 

Loud peals on mountain anvils beat, 
And panting tempest rouse the roaring flame. 

XIV. 

Te sons of ^tna ! hear my call ; 

Unfinish'd let those baubles fall. 
Ton shield of Maes, Minerva's helmet blue : 

Your strokes suspend, ye brawny throng I 

Charm'd by the magic of my song, 
Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the tnxex 

XV. 

Begin : * And, first, take VTcpidL flight j 
"Fierce flame^ and clouds of thickest rughtf 

And ghastly terror y paler than the dead \ 
Then, borrow from the north his roar^ 
Mix groansy and deaths ,• one phial pour 

Of wrong'd Britannii^s wrath ; and it is made^; 

Gaul starts, and trembles, — ^at your dreadful trade* 

* Alluding to Y irci l's deseripUon of tbander* 
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IN WHicte ts 
THE SAILOR'S PRATEM BEFORE ENGAGEMENT. 






I. 

so form'd the bok> enls»n'^ to bce^^ 

GauPs haughty plan, and Bourbon shake ^ 
If 5nVaifiV crimes sujqwrtfMH Britain* s foes. 

And edge their swords : O Pow'r Divine ! 

If blest by Tlie« die bohi dkA^ 
Embattled hosts a 4figle tmst c^^tftfaro^s. 

n. 

Ye wwpl^ deadt >«rho fell of old 
In Britain^! cause, by fame enroll'd 

In deathless annal I deathless deeds inspire 9 
From oozy beds, for Britain's sike^ 
Awake, ilhxitfi^M dtA^ I ttwak^i 

And kmdl^ bi ^itf ^MsfatenMl fire« 

m. 

The day cosimis»ion'd (torn id)ove» 
Ottr wor^^ w«^a,«ur hearts to prove^ 

If war's full shock too feeile to sustain; 
Of Jirm to stand its final blow^ 
When vital streams of blood shall flow, 

And turn to crimson the discolomr'd main ; 

IV. 

That day*s arriVd, that fatal hour t ■ 
« Hear us, O hear. Almighty Pow'f ! 
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(< Our guide .in counsel^ and our strength in sight I 
<< Now war's important die b thrown, 
" If left the day to man alone, 

" How blind is wisdom, and how weak is might ! 

V. 

*' Let prostrzte hearts, and awful fear, 

** And deep remorse, and sighs sincere 
<* For Britain*! guilt, the wrath divine appease ; 

«< A wrath, more formidable far 

<< Than angry nature's wasteful war, 
«< The whirl of tempests, and the roar of seas. 

VI. 

« From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 

<« To Thee, at nature's helm on high I 
*« Steer Thou our conduct, dread Omnipotence I 

« To Thee for succour we resort i 

« Thy favour is our only port 5 
« Our only rock of ^afetyirtirf deftnee. 

VII. 

« O Thou, to whom the lions roar, 

<< And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
" Thy throne our bursts of cannon loud invoke : 

<< Thou canst arrest the flying ball ; 

« Or send it back, and bid it fall 
'< On those, from whose proud deck the thunder broke. 

VIII. 

*« Britain^ in vain, extends her care 
** To climes * remote, for aids in war 5 

«« Still farther must it stretch to crush the foe ; 
<< There's one alliance, one alone, 
** Can crown her arms^ or fix her throne 5 

« And that alliance is not found below, 

* Russia. 
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IX. 

<< Allt Supreme ! we turn to Thee; 

«< We learn obedience from the sea ; 
<< With seas, and winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil; 

<« Tis Thine our blood to freeze^ or warm ; 

« To rouse, or hush, the martial storm ; 
<< And turn the tide of conquest^ at thy will. 

-'*■ X. 

" 'Tis thine to beam sublime cenowni 
«* Or quench the glories of a crown ; 

«« Tis Thine to doom, 'tis Thine from death to free j 
« To turn aside his kvell'd dart, 
« Or pluck it from the bleeding heart :— — 

<< There we cast anchor, we confide in Thee. 

XI. 
*< Thop, who h ast taij^ht the north to roar, 
M And streaming * ligbts nocturnal pOuT 

<< Of frightful aspect ! when proud foes invade, 
« Their blasted pride with dread to seize, 
« Bid BritairCs flags, as meteors, blaze ; 

'^ And George depute to thunder in thy stead. 

xn. 

« The right alone is boM, and strong; 

^'Kad:, hovering cUrads af^ the norot^ 
« With dread of vengeance ; Nature's awful Sire ! 

« Less than one moment should^st Thou frowp, 

<« Where is puissance, and renown ? 
^' Thrones tremble, empires sink, or world expire. 

xm. 

«< Let George the jost chastise die vain : 
<< Thou, who dost curb die rebel main, 

* Aurora Borealii. 
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<' To mount the shore when boiling billows rave ! 
'< Bid George repel a bolder tide^ 
«« The boundless swell of Gallic pride ; 

<« And check ambition's overwhelming wave. 

XIV. 

<< And when (all milder means withstood) 

" Ambition^ tam'd by loss of blood, 
<< Regains her reason \ then, on angels wings^ 

<< Let peace descend, and shouting greet, 

<< .With peals of joy, Britannia* s fleet, 
<< How richly freighted ! It, triumphant brings 
^ The jpoise of kingdoms, and the fate of kings." 
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U S I R I S, 

KING OF EGYPT. 



TRAGEDY. 



iriste plani acerhumque funus ! O morte ipsd mortis tem^ 
pus indlgnius I Jam destinata erat egregio juveniy jam 
electus nuptiarum dies ; quod gaudium^ quo mosrore muta^ 
turn est ? ^Plim. Epist* 
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PROLOGUE- 

BY A FRIEND. 



SPOKEJSTBY MR, BOOTH. 



LONG have you seen the Greek an^ Roman name^ 
Assisted by the muse, renew their famej 
While yet unsung those heroes sleep, from whom 
Greece formed her Platos and her Cesars Rome. 

Such, Egyptf were thy sons ! divinely great 
In arts, in arms, in -wisdom, and in state. 
Her early monarchs gave such glories birth^ 
Their ruins are the wonders of the earth. 
Structures so vast by those great kings design'd^ 
Are but fieint sketches of their boundless mind : 
Yet ne'er has Albion^s scene, though long renowned, 
With the stem tyrants of the Nile been crown'd. 

The tragic muse in grandeur should excel. 
Her figure blazes, and her numbers swell. 
The proudest monarch of the proudest age. 
From Egypt comes to tread the British stage : 
Old Hornet's heroes, modems are to those 
Whom this night's venerable scenes disclose. 

Here pomp and splendour serves but to prepare s 
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To touch the soul is our peculiar care ; 

By just distress soft pity to impart. 

And mend your nature, while we move your heart ; 

Nor would these scenes in empty words abound^ 

Or overlay the sentiment with sound. 

When passion rages, eloquence is mean ; 

Gestures ami looks best speak the moving scene. 
Ye shining fair ! when tender woes invite 

To pleasing anguish and severe delight. 

By your affliction you compute your gain,. 

And rise in pleasure as you rise in pain. 

If then just objects of concern are shown, 

And your hearts heave with sorrows not your own, 

Let not the gen'rous impulse be withstood. 

Strive not with nature ; blush not to be good : 

Sighs only from a nobler temper rise. 

And *fis your virtue swells into your eyes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON-^. 

MEN. 

BusiRis, King of Egypt. 
Mtrom» the Prince. 
NiciNORy Father of Mandane, 
Memnok, -^ 

SvPH^l'J, ( Conspirators. 
Pheron, ^ 
AuLETEs, a Courtier. 

WOMEN. 

Myris, Queen of Egypt. 
Mandane. 



SCENE, a Temple at MEMPHIS, in Old Egypt. 
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B U S I R I S, 

KING OF EGYPT- 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Pheron and Syphoces. 

Syphoces, If glorious structures, and immortal deeds. 
Enlarge the thought, and set our souls on fire. 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypfs praise. 
The queen of nations, and the boast of times. 
Mother of science, and the house of gods ! 
Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 
To comprehend the vast idea, big 
With arts and arms, so boundless in their fame. 

Pheron. Thrice happy land ! did not her dreadful king, 
Far fam'd Busiris, whom the world reveres. 
Lay all his shining wonders in disgrace. 
By cruelty and pride ? 

Syphoces. By pride indeed ; 

He calls himself the Proud^ and glories in it. ' 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter^ s Almighty. 
Have we not seen him shake his silver reins 
0*er harness'd monarchs to his chariot yok'd ? 
In sullen majesty they stalk along, 
With eyes of indignation and despair, 
While he aloft displays his impious state. 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow, . 
Blazing to heaven in diamonds and gold. 

Pheron. Nor less the tyrant's cruelty than pride ; 
His horrid altars stream with human blood, 
And piety is murder in his hands. [^A great shout. 

Syphoces. There rose the voice of twice two hundred 
thousand. 
And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day i 
19* 
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The king, who from his temple's airy height. 
With heart dilated, that great work surveys, 
Who shall proclaim what can be done by man. 
Has struck his purple streamer, and descends. 

Pheron. Twice ten long years have seen that haughty 
pile. 
Which nations with united toil advance, 
Gain on the skies, and labour up to heaven. 

Syphoces. The king — or prostrate fall, or disppeat. 

\^ExeunU 

Enter BusiKis, attended. 

Busiris. This ancient city, Memphis the renown*d,^ 
Almost coeval with the Sun himself. 
And boasting strength scarce sooner to decay. 
How wanton sits she amid nature's smiles i 
Nor from her highest turret has to view. 
But golden landscapes and luxuriant scenes ; 
A waste of wealth, the storehouse of the world f 
Here, fruitful vales, far-stretching, fly the sight ; 
There, sails unnumber'd whiten all the stream ; 
While from the banks full twenty thousand cities 
Survey their pride, and see their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break against the shore : 
To crown the whole, this, rising pyramid 

{Shews the plan* 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the stars 5 
While every other object shrinks beneath 
Its mighty shade, and lessens to the view. 
As kings compar*d with me. 

Enter Auletes. He falls prostrate. 

Auletes. O live forever, 

Buslrts^ first of men ! 

Busiris. Auletesy rise. 

Auletes, Ambassadors from various climes arrive. 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame 5 
Each loaded with the gifts his country yields. 
Of which the meanest rise to gold and pearl : 
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The rich Arabian fills his ample vase 
With sacred incense ; Ethiopia sends 
A thousand coursers fleeter than the wind ; 
And their black riders darken all the plain : 
Camels and elephants from other realms. 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, 
Bring the best seasons of their various years. 
And leave their monarch poor. 

Busiris. What from the Persian f 

Auletes. He bends before your throne, and far out- 
weighs 
The rest in tribute, and outshines in state. 

Busiris. Away ; he sees me not ; I know his purpose \ 
A spy upon my greatness, and no friend : 
Take his Ambassador, and shew him Egypt ; 
In Memphis shew him various nations met. 
As in a sea, yet not confin'd in space. 
But streaming freely through the spacious street^ 
Which send forth millions at each brazen gate. 
Whene'er the trumpet calls 5 high over-head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along. 
And leave in air a thunder of my own : ^ 
yove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand. 
The prince of rivers. Ocean's eldest son : 
Rich of myself, I make the fruitful year. 

Nor ask precarious plenty from the sky 

Throw all my glories open to his view. 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 
I give him this^ and when a Persian arm 

\Gives him a bovi* 
Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend, 
And to the nerve its stubborn force subdue ; 
Then let his master think of arms — but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field ; 
Mean time, thank heav'n, our tide of conquest drives 
A different way, and leaves him still a king : 

This to the Persian. 1 receive the rest. 

And give the world an answer. [fiwV Bu^ris. 
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Mandane, attended by priests and her virgins^ is seen sacri* 
Juing at a -distance. ^ 

An hymn to Isis is sung. The priests go out. 
Mandane, attended by her maids, advances. 
Mandane. My moreing duty to the gods is over, 
Tet still this terror hangs upon my soul. 

And saddens every thought ^I still behold 

The dreadful image 5 still the threatening sword 

Points at my breast, and glitters in mme eye. 

But 'twas a dream ; no more. My virgins, leave me : 
And thou, great Ruler of the World, be present ! 
O kindly shine on this important hour ! 
This hour determines all my future life. 
And gives it up to misery or joy. [^She advances. 

These lonely walks, this deep and solemn gloom. 
Where noon-day suns but glimmer to the view. 
This house of tears, and mansion of the dead. 
Forever hides him from the hated light. 
And gives him leave to groan. 

Back scene draws, and shews Memnok leaning on his fa- 
ther's tomb. 

Was ever scene 
So mournful ! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Are all your care, life is no more a blessing. 
How could you shun me for this dismal shade, 
And seek from love a refuge in despair ? 
Memnon. Why hast thou brought those eyes to this 
sad place. 
Where darkness dwells, and grief would sigh seciure 
In welcome horrors and beloved night ? 
Thy beauties drive thy friendly shades before them. 
And light up day e'en here. Retire, my love , 
Each joyful moment I would share with thee. 
My virtuous maid, but I would mourn alone. 

Mandane. What have you found in me so mean, t^ 
hope 
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That while you sigh, my heart can be at peace ? 
Yoijr sorrows flow from your Mandane\ ejes* 

Metnnon. O my Mandane ! 

Mandane* "Wherefore turn you from me ? 

Have I oflFended, or are you unkind ? — 
Ah me ! a sight as strange, as pitiful ! 
From this big heart, overcharged with gen'rous sorrow, 
See the tide working upward to his eye, • 
And stealing from him in large silent drops, - 

Without his leave !— can those tears flow in vain ? - ^^f . 

Memnon. Why will you double my distress, and make 
My grief my crime, by discomposing you. 
And yet I can't forbear 1 Alas, my father ! ';, 

That name excuses all ; what is not due 
To that great name, which life or death can pay ? 

Mandane. Speak on, and ease your lab'rinfg breast : It 
swells 
And sinks again \ and then it swells so high. 
It looks as it would break. I know 'tis big 
With something you would utter. Oft in vain 
I have presum'd to ask your mournful story ; 
But ever had been answered with a frown* 

Memnon. O my Mandane ! did my tale concern 
Myself alone, it would not lie conceal'd ; 
But 'tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt. 
And therefore, 'tis unsafe to touch upon it : 
To tell my tale is to blow off the ashes 
From sleeping embers, which will rise in flames 
At the least breath, and spread destruction round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other self ; 
And, O ! my heart this moment is so full, 
It bursts with its complaints ; and I must speak. 

Myrisj the present queen, was only sister 
Of great Artaxes^ our late royal lord : 
BusiriSi who now reigns, was first of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown descends. 
Not with long circumstance to load my story, 
Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring soul, ' 
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And tum'd his sword against her brother*s life r 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
Enjoy'd her shame, and triumphed in her guilt. 

Mandane. So black a story well might shun the day* 
Memmn. Artaxes^ friends (a virtuous multitude) 
Were swept away by banishment or death. 
In throngs, and sated the devouring grave. 
My father ! — ^Think, MandanSf on your own, 
And pardon me ! iJVeeps^ 

The tyrant took me, then of tender years, 
And rear'd me with a son (a son since dead.) 
He vainly hop'd, by shews of guilty kindness. 
To wear away the blackness of his crime, 
And reconcile me to my father's fate j 
Hence have I long been forc'd to stay my vengeance. 
To smooth my brow with smiles, and curb my tongue. 
While the big woe lies throbbing at my heart. 

Enter Pheron at a distance. 

Pheron^ {aside.'] So close \ so loving ! — ^Here I stand 
unseen, 
And watch my rival's fate. 

Memmn. But thou, my fair % 

Tl|pu art my peacejn tumult, life in death y 
Thou yet canst make me bless'd. 

Mandane. As how, my lord I 

Memnon. Ah ! why wilt thou insult me ? 

Mandane* Memnon 

Memmn* Speak ! 

Mandane^ Nature forbids ; and when I would begin^ 
She stifles all my spirits, and I faint : 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot speak. 
Oletmefly. 

Memnon. [holding her.] You pierce me to the soul. 

Mandane^ O ! spare me for a moment, till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, and I will speak — 
Pheron^ you know, is daily urgent with me. 
Breaks through restraints, and will not be refused. 

[Pheron shews a great concern^ 
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T«t more ; The prince, the young impetuous prince^ 
Before his father sent him forth to war, 
And gave the Mede to his destructive sword. 
Has often taught his tongue a silken tale. 
Descended from himself, and taik'd of love« 
Since last I saw thee, his licentious passion 

Has haunted all my dreams 

This day the court shines forth in all its lustre, 
To welcome her returning warrior home ; 
Alas, the malice of our stars ! 

Memnon^ To place it 

Beyond the power of fate to part our loves ; 
Be this our bridal night, my life ! — my soul ! [^Embract. 

Pheron. Perdition seize them both ! and have I lov'd 
So long,,to catch her in another's arnas ! 
Another's arms forever ! O the pang ! 
Heart-piercing sight ! — but rage shall take its turn- 
It shsdl be so — and let the crime be his 
Who drives me to the black extremity ; 
liear no farther hell than that I feel. [Exit. 

Memnon. Trembling I grasp thee^ and my anxious 
heart 
Is still in doubt if I may call thee mine* 

bliss too great I O painful ecstacy ! 

1 know not what to utter. 

Mandane, ^ Ah, my lord ! 

What means this damp that comes across my joy, 
Chastising thus the lightness of my heart ? — 
I have a father, and a father too. 
Tender as nature ever fram'd. His will 
Should be consulted. Should I touch his peace> 
I should be wretched in my MemnorCs arms. 

Memnm. Talk not of wretchedness. 

Mandane. « Alas ! this day 

First gave me birth, and (which is strange to tell) 
The fates e'er since, as watching its return. 
Have caught it as it flev^, and mark'd it deep 
With something great \ extremes of good or ill* 
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Memnm. Why should we bode misfortune to our 
loves ? 
No ; I receive thee from the gods^ in lieu 
Of all that happiness they ravish'd from me i 
Fame^ fi^edom» father, sdl return in thee* 
Had not the gods Mandane to bestow. 
They never would have pour'd such vengeance on me \ 
They meant me thee, and could not be severe. 
Soon as night's favourable shades descend. 
The holy priest shall join our hands forever. 
And life shall prove but one long bridal-day. 
Till then, in scenes of pleasure lose thy grief. 
Or strike the lute, or smile among the flowers. 
They'll sweeter smell, and fairer bloom for thee.*— 
Alas ! Fm torn from this dear tender side. 
By weighty reasons^ and important calls ; 
Nay, e*en by lov« itself— ^I quit thee now. 
But to deserve thee more. [They tmirace, 

Mandane. Your friends are here. 

lExk Mand. 

Mammon. Excellent creature I bow my soul patti for 
thee! 
But other passions now begin their claim ; 
Doubt, and disdain, and sorrow, and revenge» 
With mingling tumult, tear up all my breast t 
O how tinhke the softnesses of love ! 

Enter Stfhoces. 

Syphoces. Hail, worthy Memnon. 

Memnon* Welcome, my Syploces^ 

And much I hope thou bring'st a bleeding heart \ 
A heart that bleeds for others' miseries. 
Bravely regardless of its own, though great } 
That first of characters. 

Syphocet. And there ^s a secondi 

Not far behind } to rescue the distressed. 
Or die. 
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Memrton, Yes, die ; and visit those brave men, 
Who, from the first of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrant's blood, and grasp'd their honest swords 
As part of their own being, when the cause, 
The public cause demanded. O my friend ! 
How long shall Egypt groan in chains ? How long 
iShall her sons fiall in heaps without a foe ? 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Busirisy 
His people s father ! and the state's defence ! 
Yet but a remnant of the land survives. 

Syphoces. What havoc have I seen ? Have we not 
known 
A multitude become a morning's prey, 
When troubled rest, or a debauch has sour'd 
The monster's temper ? Then 'tis instant death 5 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the sweeping scjrthe 5 not the poor mercy 

To starve and- pine at leisure in their chains. 

But what fresh hope, that we receive your summons 
To meet you here this morning ? 

Memnon. Know, &yphocei^ 

'Twas on this day my warlike father's blood. 
So often lavish'd in his country's cause. 
And greatly sold for conquest and renown ; 
'Twas on this execrable day it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
8mok'd in the dust, and wash'd a ruffian's feet. 
This guilty day returning, rouses all 
My smother'd rage, and blows it to aflame. 
Where are our friends ? 

Sypkoces, At hand. RameseSj 

Last night, when gentle rest o'er nature spread 
Her stili command, and care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely, discontented, ghost, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approachd my bed : 
With bursts of passion, and a peal of groans, . 
He recollects his godlike brother's fiite, 
The drunken banquet and the midnight murder. 

Vol. L 20 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



230 BUSIRIS, KING OF EGYPT; 

And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the felhiess of his^^^Nwlifig^rage, 
Methought the night grew darker asNie frown'd. 

Memnon, I know he bears the prince tpost deadly hate \ 
But this will enter deeper in his soul ; \Shnvs a letter. 
And rouse up passions which tiU now has slept : 
Murder will look like Innocence to this. 

Sy-phoces. How, Menmm ? 

Memnon, This reminds me of thy fate ; 

The queen has courted thee with profer'd realms, 
And sought by threats to bend thee to her will ; 
She languishes, she burns, she wastes away 
In fruitless hopes, and dies upon thy name. 

Syphcces. O fatal love ! which, stung by jealousy, 
Expell'd a life far dearer than my own. 
By cursed poison — Ah divine Apame I 
And could the murd'ress hope she should inherit 
This heart, and fill thy place within these arms ? — 
But grief shall yield— Revenge, Fm wholly thine ! 

Memnon. The tyrant too is wanton in his age. 
He shews that all his thoughts are not in blood % 
Love claims its share ; he envies poor Rameses 
The softness of his bed ; and thinks Amelia 
A mistress worthy of a monarch's arms. 

Syphoces. But see, Rameses comes ; a ^llen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him through the dusk. 

Enter Rameses, Pheron, and other conspirators. 

Memnon. To what, my friend, shall Memnon bid you 
w-elcome ? »■ 

To tombs, and melancholy scenes of death ? 
I have no costly banquets, such as spread 
Prince Myrcn^s table, when your brother fell. 

{To Rameses • 
I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment. 
Such as the qucea prepared for thee, Syphoces. 
Yet ba not discontent, my valiant friends, 
Busiris reigns, and 'tis not out of season 
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To look on aught may mind us of our fate : 
His sword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thinks the day lost that is not mark'd with blood. 

Rames^s, And have we felt a tyrant twenty years. 
Felt hicn as the raw wound the burning steel 5 
And are we murmuring- t>ut our midnight curses. 
Drying our tears in corners, and complaining i 
Our hands are forfeited — Gods ! strike them oS. 
No hands we need to fasten our own chains. 
Our masters will do that ; and we want souls 
To raise them to an use more worthy mem 

Memnon. Ruffles your temper at offences past ? 
Here then, to sting thee into madness. 

{Gives the Letter. Rameses reads,'] 

Rameses. Oh ! 

Syphoces. See how the struggling passion shake his 
frame ! 

Rameses. My bosom joy, that crowns my h^py bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, 
Far dearer than my soul ! and shall my wife. 
The mother of my littk innocents, 
Be taken from us ! Torn from me, from mine, 
Who live but on her sight ! And shall I hear 
Her cries for succour, and -not rush upon him ? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me. 
And struggles with his little arms to save her.— 
These veins have still some gen'rous blood in store, 
The dregs of those rich streams his wars have^drain'd j 
ril giv*t in dowry with her. 

Pheron. Well resolv'd : 

A tardy vengeance shares the tyrant's guilt. 

Rameses. Let me embrace thee, Pheron i thou art 
brave, 
And dost disdain the coldness of delay. 
Curse on the man that calls Rameses friend. 
And keeps his tenaper at a tale like this \ 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues, 
And loss of reason is the mark of mea« 
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Memnon. Thus Fve dctermin'd : When the midnight 
hoar 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of humbler foes, or his new mistress' love. 
Then we will rush at once, let loose the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and struggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 

A more auspicious juncture could not happen. 
The Persian y who for years has join'd our counsels, 
Stirr'd up the love of h-eedom, and in private 
Long nursed that glorious appetite with gold. 
This mom with transport snatch'd the wish'd occasion 
Of throwing his resentment wide, and now 
He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to fate. 

Rameses. This hand shall drag the tyrant from the 
throne. 
And stab the royal victim on this altar. 

[^Pointing to the tcmb^ 

Memnon. O justly thought ! Friends, cast your eyes 
around ; 
. All that most awful is, or great in nature, 
This solemn scene presents ; the gods are here,- 
And here our fam'd forefathers' sacred tombs 5 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not act beneath the grand assembly ! 
The slighted altars tremble, and these tombs 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, surround my father" s monument. 
And call his shade to witness to your vows. 

Rameses. Nor his alone. O all ye mighty dead ! 
Illustrious shades I who nightly stalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and shake his guilty soul \ 
Whether already you converse with gods. 
Or stray below in melancholy glooms. 
From earth, from air, from heav'n, and even hdl. 
Come, I conjure you, by the prisoner's chain. 
The widow's sighing, and the orphan's tearst 
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The virgin's shrieks, the hero's spouting veins, 
By gods blasphem'd, and free born men enslav'd. 

Memmn. Hear, Jove ! and you most injur'd heroes, 
hear, 
While we o'er this thrice-hallow'd monument 
Thus join our hands, ind, kneeling to the gods. 
Fast bind our souls to great revenge ! 

AIL We swear. 

Memnon. This night the tyrant and his minions bleed. 

Pheron, \^Aside] So, now my foe is taken in the toil. 

And I've a second cast for this proud maid 

It is an oath well spent, a perjury ' •*»'« 

*Of good account in vengeance, and in love. 

Memnon. We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand assembly : 
A thousand unseen heroes walk among us ; 
My father rises from his tomb \ his wounds 
Bleed all afresh, and consecrate the day : 
He' waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance : 
More than this world shall thank us. O my friends ! 
Such our condition, we have nought to lose ; 

And great may be our gain, if this be great. 

To crush a Tyrant, and preserve a State \ 

To still the clamours of our fathers' blood. 

To fix the basis of the Public good. 

To leave a fame eternal ; then to soar. 

Mix with the gods and bid the world adore. 
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SCENE L 

The Palace. . 

A magnificent throne discovered^ and several cwrtters walk" 

ing to and fro. 

Enter Syphoces and Rameses. Zhouts at a distance. 

Rameses. WHAT means this dust and tumult in the 
court, 
These streamers fooling in the wind, these shouts. 
The tyrant blazing in fiill insolence, 
And all his gaudy courtiers basking round him. 
Like poisonous vermin in a dog-day sun ? 

Syphoces. Your father and prince Myron are arriv*d. 
And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 

Rameses, Long has my father serv'd this tyrant king. 
With zeal well worthy of a better cause. 
Though with his helm he hides a hoary brow. 
Long vers'd in death, the father of ihe field. 
At the shriU trumpet he throws oflF the weight 
Of fourscore years, and springs upon the foe. 
The transport danger gives him, conquers nature. 
And a short youth boils up within his veins. 

Syphoces. Behold this way they pass to meet the king. 

Myron and Nicanor pass the stage ivith attendants. 

Rarfuses. \Locking on Myron."} What pity 'tis that one 
so lost in guilt, / 

Should thus engage the sight with manly charms. 
And make vice lovely !. 

Syphoces. Pardon me, Ratneses : 

Though to my^, I must be ever just. 
He's gen'rous, grateful, affable, and brave : 
But then he knows no limit to his passion ^ 
The tempest beaten bark is not so toss'd 
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As is his reason, when those winds arise : 
And though he draws a fatal sword in battle, 
And kindles in the warm pursuit of fame, 
Pleasure subdues him quite ; the sparkling eye. 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind. 
While fiery spirits dance along his veins. 
And keep a constant revel in his heart. 

Rameses. But here the tyrant comes !— With what 
excess 
Of idle pride will he receive his son ! 
How will he with big words swell out this conquest. 
And into grandeur puff his little tales ! 

Enter King, and ascends the throne ,• on the other side. 
Enter Myron and Nicanor. 

Busiris. Welcome, my son } great partner of my fame i 
I thank thee for th' increase of my dominions. 
That now more mountains rise, more rivers flow^ 
And more stars shine in my still-growing empire. 
The sun himself surveys it not at once. 
But travels for the view, whilst far disjoined 
My subje.cts live unheard of by each other ; 
These wrapt in shades, whilst those enjoy the light ; 
Their day is various, but their king the same. 

Myron, Here, Sir, your thanks are due^ to this old arm^ 
Whose nerve not threescore winter camps unbend, 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 
When my fierce courser^ with a jav'ling stung, 
First rear'd in air, and tearing with a bound 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidst the foe j 
And now a thousand -deaths from ev'ry side. 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung ; 
Through the throng'd le^ns, like a tempest, rush'd 
This friend, o'er gasping heroes, rolling steeds. 
And snatch'd me from my fate. 

Busiris. I thank thee, G^eral ; 

"^hou hast a heart that swells with loyalty. 
And throws off the infection of these times ; 
But thy degenerate boy— — 
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Nicanor No more my son ; 

I cut him oflF; my guilt, my punishment. 
Look not, dread Sir, on me, through his offence \ 
Olet not that discolour all my service. 
And ruin those who blame him for his crimes. 

Busirif. Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain ; 
Subjects shall work my will, or feel my pow'r ; 
n)eir disobedience shall not be fny guilt. 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence ? 
The land that yields them food, and ev'ry stream 
That slakes their thirst, the air they breathe, is mine. 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment 
By due submission, a too great return ? 
Death and destruction are within my call 
But thou shalt flourish in thy master's smile. 
A faithful' minister adorns my crown. 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 

Nicanor. Take but one more, one small one to your 
favour. 
And then my souFs at peace — I have a daughter^ 
An only daughter, now an only child. 
Since her lost brother's folly ; she deserves 
The most a father can for so much goodness : 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone ; 
We two are the whole house ; nor are we two 5. 
In her I live, the comfort of my age ; 
And if the king extend his grace so far. 
And take that tender blossom into shelter,. 
Then I have all my monarch can bestow. 
Or heav'n itself ; but this, that I may wear 
My life's poor remnant out in ;5ipur command j 
Stretch forth my being to the last in duty. 
And, when the fates shall summon, die for you. 

Busiris. Nicanor^ know, thy daughter is our care. 

Myron, O, sir, be greatly ^nd, exert your pow'r. 
And with the monarch furnish out the friend ! — 
Art thou not he, that gallant minded chief, [JCo NiCr. 
Who would not stoop to give me less than life ? 
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And shall I prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought ! 
He that's ungrateful, has no guilt but one ; 
All other crimes may pass for virtues in him. 

Nicanor. What joy my daughter's promised welfare 
gives me, 

My lips I need not open to discover 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 

Busiris. Dry thy tear?, \ 

And follow us ; thy daughter's near our queen, . -'^ ' 
And longs, no doubt, to see thee : Bless the maid, ^ 

And then attend us on affairs of state. 

I hear, there's treason near us : Though the slaves 
Fall off from their obedience, and deny 
That I'm their monarch, Tm Busiris still : 

Collected in myself, PU stand alone, 

And hurl my thunder, though I shake my throne : .^ 

Like death, a solitary king I'll reign 

O'er silent subjects, and a desart plain; 

Ere brook their pride, I'll spread a general doom, 

And ev'ry step shall be from tomb to tomb. [ Exit. 
[Myr. and Aul. who talk'd aside^ advance, 

Myron. Her absent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 
And sparkled in each thought. She never left me — 
Would'st thou believe it ? In the field of battle, 
In the mid terror, and the flame of fight. 
Mandane, thou hast stol'n away my soul. 
And left my fame in danger. — My rais'd arm 
Has hung in air, Forgetful to descend, 
And, for a moment, spar'd the prostrate foe— 
P that her birth rose equal to my own \ 
Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 

A lawful bliss And why not now ? Methinks 

Absence has placed her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and heighten'd ev'ry charm. 

Auletes* She comes. 

Myron. That modest grace subdu'd my soul : 

That cha<;tity of look, which seem to hang 
A veil of purest light o'er all her beauties, 
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And by forbidding, most inflames, desire. 

lErtUr Mandane. 
What teader force ! wliat dignity divine ! 
Wiiat virttie consecrating ev'ry feature ! 
Around tKat neck, what dross are gold and pearl ! 
Mandane ! powVful being, whose first sight 
Gives me a transport not to be expressed ; 
And with one moment over pays a year 
Of danger, toil, and death, and absence from thee. 

Mandane. My lord I sought my father. 

Alyrott* Leave me not \ 

I've much to say ! much more than you conceive ; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter : 
RIy breath is snatch'd ; I tremble ; I expire. {^Aside. 
Nay, here I'll offer tender violence — [Takes her band. 
May I not breathe my soul upon this hand ? 
When your eyes triumph, and insult my pain. 
Permit me here to take a small revenge. 

Mandane, My lord, I am not conscious of my fault. 

Myron. *Tis false — I know the language of those eyes ; 
They use me ill — See my heart beat, Mandane ; 
Believe not me, but tell yourself my passion — 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 
To drive the spirits, and inflame the blood ? 
Each nerve is pierc'd with lightening from your eye, 
And every pulse is in the throbs of love. 

Mandane, My lord my duty calls ; I must not stay. 

Myron. Give nae a moment : I have that to speak 
Will burst me, if supprest — O heavenly maid ! 
Thy charms are doubled, — so is thy disdain — 
Who is it ; tell me, who enjoys thy smile ? 
There is a happy man, I swear there is ; 
I know it by your coldness to your friend — 
That thought has fixed a scorpion on my heart. 

That stings to death And is it possible 

You ever spoke of Myron in his absence. 
Or cast at leasure a light thought that way ? 

Mandane. I thought of you, my lord, and of my father. 
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And pray'd for your success j nor must I now 
Neglect to give him joy. 

Myron. Yet stayj you shall not-go—— Ungrateful 
)voman ! 
I would not wrong your father j but, by heav'n, 
His love is hatred, if compared with mine. 
I understand whence this unkindness flows 5 
Your heart resents some licence of my youth, 
When love tad touch'd my brain. You may forgive me 
Because I never shall forgive myself 5 
But that you live, Vd rush upon my sword. 
if you forgive me, I shall now approach. 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Redeemed from baseness to the ways of honour, 
And to my passion join my gratitude : 
Each time I kneel before you, I shall rise. 
As well a better, as a happier man, 
Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 

Mandane. I must not hear you. 

Myron, O torment me not ! 

Hear me you must, and more — Your father's valour. 
In the late battle, rescu'd me from death : 
And how shall I be grateful ! Thou'rt a princess 5— 
Think not, Mandane, this a sudden start ^ 
A flash of love, that kindles and expires : 
Long have I weighed it ; since I parted hence. 
No night has pass'd but this has broke my rest. 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, I wed thee 
In the maturest counsel of my soul. 

Mandane. {^Aside.'] O gods 1 I tremble at the rising 
storm ; 
Where can this end ? 

Myron, And do you then despise me ? 

, Mandane. My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far transcends my merit, and for ever 
Must silently upbraid my little worth. 

Myron. Have I forsook myself, forgone my temper 
Headlong to ail the gay delights of youth. 
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And fall'ii in love with virtue most severe ; 
Turn'd superstitious, to make thee my friend ? 
Gods ! have I struggled through the powerful reasons 
That strongly combated my fond resolves ? 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight ; 
My parent's crown forgot, and my pwn conquests ; 
And all to be refus'd to soothe your pride, 
And make my rival sport ? 

Mandane, IKneels."] With patience hear me — 

Nor let my trust in Myron prove my ruin. 
Myron, Distraction ! Art thou marry'd ? 
Mandane, Oh ! 

Myron, My heart foretold it, — Ah my soul ! Auletes, 

[^Swoonu 
Auletes, Madam, 'tis prudent in you to withdraw — 

[J&v/V Mand. 
Myron* I do not live— I cannot bear the light ! 
Where is Mandane f But I would not know. 
She IS not mine. — Yet, though not mine in love. 
Revenge, my just revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her ! Let me know her faults : 
Did the proud maid insult me in distress, 
And smile to see me gasping ? Speak, Auletes, 
Did she not sigh ? Sure she might pity me. 
Though all her love is now another's right. 

Auletes. She sigh'd, and wept ; but I remov'd her from 

you. 
Myron. It was well done — Yet I could gaze forever. 
And did she sigh ? And did she drop a tear ? 
The tears she shed for me are §urely mine ; 
And shall another dry them on those cheeks. 
And make them an excuse for greater fondness ? 
Shall I assist the villain in his joy% ? 

No ; I will tear her from him 

I'd gru<lget her beauties to the gods that gave them* 
Auletes, My lord, have temper. 
Myron, And another's passion 

Warm on that lip \ another s burning arms 
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Straia'd round the lovdy waist for which I die. 
And she consenting, wooing, growing to him ! 
What golden scenes, when absent, did I feign ! 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air ! 
What luxury of thought ! And see my fate ! 
Shall then my slave enjoy her ; and I languish 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple. 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold, 
Fate in my nod, and monarch's in my train ! 
What if I stab him ? No — She will not wed 
His murderer — I never form'd a wish. 
But full fruition taught nie to forget it. 
And am I lessened by my%late success ? 
And have I lost my conquest ? Fly, Auletes, 
And tell her 

Auletes. What, my lord ? 

Myron. No, bid her — — 

Auletes. Speak ! 

Myron. I know not what — My heart is torn asunder. 

Auletes. Retire, my lord, and re-compose yourself : 
The queen approaches — Ha ! her bosom swells ; 

[^Exit Myron. 
Her pale lip trembles ; a disorder'd haste 
Is in her steps •, her eyes shoot gloomy &xm ■■ ' ■ 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. 

Enter Queen. 

Queen. Auletes, where*s the king ? 

Auletes. At council, madam. 

Queen. Let him know I want him. 

lExit Auletesp 
Base ! to forget to \<rhom M owes a crown ! 
Fool ! to provoke her rage, whose hand is red 
In her own brother's blood ! 

Enter King and Pheron. 
Busiris. Horrid conspiracy ! 

Pheron. This night was destined for.the bloody deed* 
Vol. I. 21 
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Busirh. Mistaken villains ! if they wish my death. 
They should in prudence lay their weapons by : 
So jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, 
I cannot die whilst slaves are arm'd against me. 
Haste, Pheron, to the dungeon 5 plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 
Baiiish'd this world while yet alive, and groan 
In darkness, and in horror — Let double chains 
Consume the flesh of Memnon's loaded limbs, 
'Till death shall knock them oflf — A king's thy friend 4 

Nay, more ; Busiris.- Go ; let that sufSce — 

lExiU Pher, 

Queen, My lord, your thought's engag'd. 

Busiris, Affairs of state 

Detain'd me from my queen. 

Queen. The world may wait x 

I've a request, my lord. 

Busiris. Oblige me with it. 

Queen. Will you comply ? 

nusiris. My queen, my pow'r is yours. 

Queen, Your queen ? 

Busiris. My queen ? 

Queen, Indeed, it should be so — 

Then sign these orders for Amelia's death. 

He starts, turns pale, he's sinking into earth. ■- 

Enough ; be gone, and fling thee at her feet ; 

Doat on my slave, and sue to her for mercy. 

Go ; pour forth all the folly of thy soul ; 

But bear in mind, thou giv'st not of thy own : 

Thou giv'st that kindness, which I bought with blood. 

Nor shall I lose unmoved. 

Busiriu I wish, my queeq. 

This still had slept a secret for diy sake ; 
But since thy resHess jealousy of soul 
Has been so studious of its own disquiet. 
Support Jt as you may — I own I've felt 
Amelia's charms, and think them worth'my love. 

Queen. And dar'st thou bravely own it too ? O Insult I 
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Forgetful man ! 'tis I then owe a crown \ 
Thou hadst still groveird in the lower world. 
And view'd a throne at distance, had not I 
Told thee, thou wast a man, and (dreadful thought !) 
Through my own brother cut thy way to empire ; 
But thou might'st well forget a crown bestow'd ; 
That gift was small ; 1 listened to thy sigh^, 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 

Busiris. I thank you for it r 

The gifts you made me were not cast away : 
I understand their worth : Husband and King 
Are names of no mean import ; they rise high 
Into dominion, and are big with pbwV.— — ■ 
Whate'er I was, I now am king of Egypt, 
And Myris' lord. 

Queen. I dream : Art thou Busiris ? 

Busiris, that has trembled at my feet ? 
And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow 
Dispensing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 
Dost thou derive thy spirit from thy crimes ? 
*Cause thou hast wrong'd me, therefore dost thou 

threaten^ 
And roll thine eye in anger ? rather bend'. 
And sue for pardon ! — O detestable ! 
Burn for a stranger's bed ! 

Busiris. And what was mine. 

When Myris first vouchsaPd to smile on me ? 

Queen, Distraction ! death ! upbraided for my love! — 
Thou art not only criminal, but base : 
Mine was a godlike guilt : Ambition in it ; 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds '5 
For know, I hated when I most caress'd : 
'Twas not Busiris, but the crown, that charm'd me,, 
And sent its sparkling glories to my heart : 
But thou canst soil thy diadem with slaves. 

Busiris, Syphoces is a king then. 

Queen,, . Ha !: 
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Busiris. Let fair Amelia know the king attends her. 

Queen. Go, tyrant, go, and wisely, by thy shame^ 
Prepare thy way to ruin : Til o'ertake thee. 
Living or dead ; if dead, my ghost shall rise. 
Shriek in thy ears, and stalk before thine eyes : 
In death, Til triumph o'er my rival's charms, 
And chill thy blood, when clasp'd within her arms \ 
Alone to suffer is beneath the Great ; 
Tyrant, thy torment shall support my State. ^Exit 
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SCENE I. 

SCENE, The General's House. 
Enter the King. 
Busiris. HERE dwells my stubborn fair : FU soothe 
her pride. 
And lay an humbled monarch at her feet : 
But let her well consider ; if she's slow 
To welcome bliss, and dead to glory's charms. 
Then my resentment rises in proportion 
To this high grace extended to my slave. 
And turns the force of her own charms against her : 
Montrchs may court, but cannot be deny'd. 
j^ {_Enter the Queen, veiled. 

Amelia, dry thy tears, and lay aside 
That melancholy veil. - H a ! Myris I 

Queen. Myris ! 

A name that should like thunder strike thine ear,. 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place : 
But wherefore dost thou think I meet thee here ? 
Not with mean sighs, and deprecating tears. 
To humble me before thee, and increase 
The number of thy slaves, in hope to break 
Thy resolution, and avert thy crime ; 
But to denounce, if thou shalt dare persist. 
The vengeance due to injur'd heav*n and me : 
And by this warning double thy oflfence : 
Think, think of vengeance ; 'tis the only joy 
Which thou hast left me ; I'm no more thy wife^. 
Nor queen ; but know I am a woman stilL 

Enter AuLSTES. 

Atdetes. May all the gods watch o'er your life and em- 
pire, 
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And render omens vain ! So fierce the storm» 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations shakes^ 
And such unheard of prodigies hang o'er U5» 
As makes the boldest treml^e : See the moon 
Robb'd of her light» discolour'd, without form^ 
Appears a bloody sign, hung out by Jove^ 
To speak peace broken with the sons oPinen ; 
The Nihy as frighted, shrinks within its banks ; 
And as this hour I pass'd great Isii temple, 
A sudden flood of lightening rush'd upon it. 
And laid the purine in ashes. 

Busiris. O mighty Isis ! 

Why all these signs in nature ? Why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty ? If my crown 
The fates demand, why, let them take it back : 
My crown, indeed, I may resign \ but O ! 
Who can awake the dead ? ■ " ^ ^ — • 

'Tis hence these spectres shock my midnight thou^h^ 
And nature^s laws are Inroke to discompose me ; 
'Tis I that whii'l these hurricanes in air. 
And shake the earth's foundations with my guilt. 
O Myris ! give roe back my innocence. 

Queen. I bought it with sm empire. 

Busiris* Cheaply sold ! 

Why didst thou urge my lifted arm to strike 
The pious king, when my own heart recoiPd ? 

Queen, Why did you yield when urg'd, and by a WO-* 
man ; 
You that are vain of your superior reason. 
And swell with the prerogative of man ? 
If you succeed, our council is of nought ; 
Yjou own it, not accepted, though enjoy'd ; 
But steal the glory, and deny the favour : 
Yet if a fatal consequence attend. 
Then we're the authors ; then your treach'rous praise 
Allows us sense enough to be condemned. 

Busiris. Tis prudent to dissemble with her fury, 
And wait a softer season for my love. [Aside* 
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Bid Isis' priests attend their king's devotions ; 
ril soothe with sacrifice the angry pow'rs \ 
Swift to my dungeons, bid their darksome wombs 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars^ 
Ten thousand lives to heaven devoutly pour $ 
Nor let the sacred knife grow cold from blood. 
Till sevenfold Nik^ infected with the stain, 
In all his streams flows purple to the main. {^Emt. 

Queen. Thin artifice ! I know the sacrifice 
You most indeed — But I will dash your joys ; 
Thou, victim, and thy goddess, both shall feel me. 

Auletes. Madam> the prince ^ 

Queen. And is he still afflicted ? 

Auletes, It grieves your faithful servant to relate it : 
He struggles manfiilly ; but all in vain : 
Sometimes he caUs in music to his aid : 
He strives with martial strains to fire his blood. 
And rouse his soul to battle 
Then he relapses into love again, 
Feeds the disease and doats upon his ruin. 

Queen. Why seeks he here the cause of all his sorrow ? 

Auletes. He seeks not here Mandane, but her father ^ 
For fnendship is the balm of all our cares, 
Melts in the wound, and softens every fate, 

\martial music. 

Enter Myron, at a distance. 

Queen. Heav'ns ! what a glory blazes from his eye ! 
What force, what majesty, in ev*ry motion. 
As at each step he trod upon a foe ! 

Myron.. O that this ardour would forever last ! 
It shaU ; nor will I curse my being more ; 
Chain'd kings, and ccmquer'd kingdoms, are before me ; 
ru bend the bow, and launch the whistling spear. 
Bound o'er the. mountains, plunge into the stream. 
Where thickest faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze, 
ru number my own heart among my foes, 
^d conquer it, or die. , \EKit. 
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Queen. The thoughts of war 

Will soon dislodge the fair one from his breast — 
But this has broken in on my intent 
I would remind thee of my late commands. 

Auletes. Madami 'tis needless to remind your slave — 
At dead of night I set the prisoners free« 

Sueen, Yes, set the prisoners free — ^'tis great revenge ;. 
L as piy soul pants after — It becomes me, 

it will gall the tyrant ! stab him home -, 
And if one spark of gratitude survives, 
Soften Syphoces to my soft desire : 

The tyrant's torment is my only joy 5 

Ye Gods ! or let me perish, or destroy j 

Or rather both \ for what has life to boast 

When vice is tasteless grown, and virtue lost ? 

Glory and wealth I call upon in vain. 

Nor wealth, nor glory, can appease my pain ; 

My every joy upbraids me with my guilt. 

And triumphs tell me sacred blood is spilt. {Ex. Qu* 

Enter Myron. 

Myron. The shining images of war are fled. 
The fainting trumpets languish in mine ear, 
The banners furVd, and all the sprightly blaze. 
Of burnish'd atmour, like the setting sun, 
Insensibly is vanish'd from my thought : 
No battle, siege, or storm, sustain my soul 
In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breast : 
But softness steals upon me, melting down 
My rugged heart in lauguishments and sighs,. 
And pours it out at my Mandane's feet— — 

1 see her e'en this moment stand before me. 
Too fair for sight, and fatal to behold : 

I have her here ; I clasp her in my arms i 

And in the madness of excessive love. 

Sigh, out my heart and bleed with tenderness. 

Auletes. My lord, too much you cherish this delusions. 
She is another's. 
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Myron. Do not tell me so : 

Say rather she is dead : each heav'nly charm 
TurnM into horror ! O the pain of pains 
Is when the fair one, whom our soul is fomi of, 
Gives transport, and receives it from another ! 
How does my soul bum up with strong desire ; 
Now shrink into itself ! now blaze again ! 
1 11 tear and rend the strings that tie me to her : 
If I stay longer here, I am undone. 

As he is goitigy Enter NiCANOR. 

Nicamr* My prince, and, since such honours you.*; 
vouchsafe, i 

Tsly friend ! I have presum'd upon your favour j ^ 

This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 
I dedicate to joys, which ever languish. 
If you refuse to crown them with your presence. 

Myron. Nicanor, I was warm on other thoughts—— 

Nicanor. I am still near you in the day of danger. 
In toilsome marches, and the bloody field, 
When nations against nations clash in arms. 
And half a people in one groan expire ; 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aside. 
Cast off, and useless, in the hour of peace ? 

Myron. Since then you press it, I must be your 
guest. ■■■■ 
Methinks I labour, as I onward move, {Aside. 

As under check of some controuling pow'r. 
What can this mean ? Wine may relieve my thoughts. 
And mirth and converse lift my soul again. {Exeunt. 

The hack scene draws^ and shews a banquet. 
Enter Mamdane, richly dressed. 
Mandane. It was this d^y that gave me life ; this day 
Should give much more, should give me Memnon too : 
But I am rivaird by his chains ; they cla?.p 
The hero round (a cold, unkind, embrace f) 
And but an earnest of far worse to come : 
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While he, my soul, in dungeon darkness clos'd. 

Breathes damp unwholsome steams, and lives on poison, 

I am compeird to suffer ornaments. 

To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems ; 

To put on all the shining guilt of dress. 

When 'tis almost a crime that I still live : 

These eyes, which can't dissemble, /pouring forth 

The dreadful truth, are honest to my heart ; 

These robes, O Memnon ! are Mandane's chains, 

And load, and gall, and wring, her bleeding heart. 

lExit Mandane. 

Enter Myron, Nicanor, Auletes, isfc. They take 
their places » 

Nicanor. Sound louder, sound, and waft my wish to 
heav'n. 
Hear me ye righteous gods, and grant my prayer ; 
Forever shine propitious on my daughter : 
Protect her, prosper her ; and wlien I'm dead. 
Still bless me in Mandane's happiness ! 

[The bawl goes round. Music, 
Haste call my daughter ; none can taste of joy 
Till she, the mistress of the feast, is with us. 

A servant brings Nicanor a letter : He reads it. 

The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 

Myron Not leave us, general ? 

Nicanor. Ha ! the king here writes me. 

The discontented populace, that held. 
O'er mindight bowls, their desperate cabals, 
Are now in bold defiance to his power : 
Amid the terrorsof this stormy night, 
Ev'n now they deluge all yon western vale. 
And form a war, impatient for the day : 
The spreading poison too has caught his troops. 
And the revolting soldiers stand in arms 
Mix'd with seditious citizens. 

Myron. You call it great» 
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Writer Mandane. Myron siarUfrom hU seat in disor- 
der, 

Mandane, ^Aside,"] O Memnoti ! how shall I becom«r 
a banquet) 
Suppress my sorrows, and comply with joy ? 
Severest fate ! Am I deny'd to grieve ? 

Nicanor, Be comforted, my child : Pll soon return. 
Why dost thou make me blush ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 

Myron. [_Aside to Auletes.] I must away ; 
Her smiles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 
I can no more : I sink beneath her charms, 
And feel a deadly sickness at my heart. 

Nicanor. Your cheek is pale : 1 dare not let you part : 
You are not well 

Myron, A small indisposition : 

I soon shall throw it from me— Farewell, general ; 
Conquest attend your arms. 

Nicanor. You shall not leave 

Your servant's roof ; 'tis an unwholsome air. 
And my apartment wants a guest. 

Myron. Nicanor, 

If health returns, I shall not. press my couch, 
And hear of distant conquests 5 but overtake thee. 
And add new terror to the front of war. 
' Nicanor, Mean time, you are a guardian to my child : 
Let her not miss a father in my absence : 
She's all my soul holds dear. 

Botb. [_Embracing.'\ Farewel. Farewel. 

Nicanor ivaits on Myron off the stage^ and returns^ 

Nicanor. My child, I feel a tenderness at heart 
I never felt before : Come near, Mandane ; 
Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father — 
Thy dying mother with her clay cold hand 
Press'd mine -, then, turning on thee her faint eye. 
Let fall a tear of fondness, and expir'd — 
1 cannot love thee well enough; her grace 
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Softens thy cheeky and lives within thine eye. 
Let tne embrace you both — My heart o'erflows— 
IfJ[ should fall — ^Thy mother's monument-^ 
But I shall kill thy tenderness — ^No more : 
Nay, do not weep ; I shall return again, 
And with my dearest child sit down in peace. 
And long enjoy her goodness. 

Maridane* ' If the gods 

Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 

Nicanor. Farewel, my only care \ my soul is with thee^ 
Regard yourself ^ and you remember me. 

Enter Myron ^wi Auletes. 

Myr9n. No place can give me ease ; my restless 
thought, 
Like working billows in a troubled sea. 
Tosses me to and fro 5 nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or where ? — Ha ! where indeed ! 
But let me pause, and ask myself again, . 
If I am well awake — Impetuous bliss ! 
My heart leaps up ; my mounting spirits blaze ; 
My soul i$ in a tempest of delight ! 

Auletes* My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breast, 

Myron. What hour of night ? 

Auletes. My lofd, the night's far spent. 
Myron. The gates are barr'd. 

And all the household is compos'd to rest. 

Auletes. All : And the great Nicanor's own apart* 
ment. 
Proud to receive a royal guest, expects yoti. 

Myron. Perdition on thy soul for naming him ! 
Nicanor ! O I never shall sleep more ! 
Defend me ! Whither wander'd my bold thoughts ! 
Broke loose from reason, how did they run mad ! 
And now they are come home all arm'd with Stings, 

And pierce my bleeding heart 

I beg the gods toidis^point my crime \ 
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Yet almost tvlsh them deaf to my desire : 

I long, repent ; repent, and long again ; 

And ev'ry moment diflfers from the last. 

I must no longer parley with destruction : 

Auletes> seize me ; force me to my chamber ; 

There chain me down, and guard me from myself: 

Hell rises in each thought ; 'tis time to fly. [^Exeunt* 

Enter Mandane and Rameses. 

Rameser. I hope your fears have giv'n a false alarm. 

Mandane. You've heard my frequent visions of the 
night ; 
You know my father's absence, Myron's passion : 
Just now I met him j at my sight he started j 
Then with such ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me. 
And gaz'd with such malignity of love. 
Sending his soul out to me, in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir'd. 

Rameses. No more ; my friends (which, as I have 
informed you, 
The queen to gall the tyrant has set free) 
Are lodg'd within your call : th' appointed signal. 
If danger threatens, brings them to your rescue. 

Mandane. Where are they ? 

Rameses. In the hall beneath your chainber : 

Memnon alone is wanting ; he's providing 
For your escape before the morning dawn : 
The rest in visors, fearing to be known. 
Have ventur'd thro' the streets for your protection. 

Mandane. Auspicious turn ! thon I aga^am happy. 

Rameses. Auspicious turn indeed ! and what compleats 
The happiness, the base man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low : I watch'd him from the king ; 
1 took him warm, while he, with lifted brow, 
Confessed high thought, and triumph'd in his mien ; 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
*Tis late ; refresh yourself with sleep Mandane. 

l^Exit Mandane. 

Vol. I. 22 
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So, 'tis resolv'd, if Myron dares attempt 

So black a crimen it justifies the blow: 

He dies ; and my poor brother's ghost shall smile. 

This way he bends his steps : I hate hb sight ; 

And shall till death has made it lovely to me. [^ExU. 

Enter Mtron and AuLETES. 

Myron. O how this passion, like a whirlpool, drives 
me. 
With giddy, rapid motion, round and round, 
I know not where, and draws in all my soul ! 
I reason much ; but reason about her ; 
And where she is, all reason dies before her ; 
And arguments but tell me I am conquered. 
So black the night, as if no star e'er shone 
In all the wide expanse ; the light'ning's flash 
But shews the darkness ; and the bursting clouds 
With peals of thunder seem to rock the land : 
Not beasts of prey dare now from shelter roam} 
But howl in dens, and make the forest groan. 
What then am I ? A monster, yet more fell. 
Than haunts the wilds ? — I am, and threaten more : 
My breast is darker than this dreadful night. 
And feels a fiercer tempest rage within. — 
I must — I will — ^This leads me to her chamber — 
Did not the raven croak ? [^Starting. 

Auletes. I hear her not. 

Myron. By heav'n, methinks earth trembles under 
. me. — 
Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me ; 
O finish me in ill ; O take me whole ; 
Or gods confirm me good, without allay. 
Nor leave me thus at variance with myself ; 
Let me not thus be dash'd from side to side — 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me^ 
Confided in me, gave her to my care. 
Nor long since sav'd my life — And doubt I still ? 
Fm guilty of the fact \ here let me lie, 
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/ 

And rather groan forever in the dust, 

And float the marble pavement with my tears, 

Than rise into a monster. [^Flings himself down. 

Mandane, passing at a distance^ speaks to a servant. 

Mandane, Well, observe me. 

Before the rismg sun my lord arrives, 
To seal our vows ; the holy priest is with him : 
Watch to receive them at the western gate. 
And privately conduct them to my chamber. [Exit. 

Myron. {Starting up.J O torment ! racks ! and 
flames ! then she expects him 
With open arms ! Am I cast out forever ; 
For ever inust despair, unless I snatch 
The present moment ? She is all prepared ; 
Her wishes waking, and her heart on fire ! 
That pow'rfol thought sweeps heav'n and hell before it. 
And lays all open to the prince of Egypt ,- 
Born to enjoy whatever he desires. 
And fling foar, anguish, and remorse, behind him. 
I see her midnight dress, her flowing hair. 
Her slacken'd bosom, her relenting mein. 
All the forbidding forms of day fltmg oflf 
For yielding softness — O I'm all confosion I 
I shiver in each joint ! Ah ! she was made 
To justify the blackest crimes, and gild 
Ruin and death with her destructive charms. 

Attletes. Toi/ll force her then ? 

Myron. Thou villian but to think it. 

No : Fll solicit her with all my powV ; 
Conquest and crowns shall sparkle in h&c sight ; 
If she consent, thy prkice is bless'd indeed. 
Take wings, and towVs above mort^ity ; 
If she resist, I put an end to pain, . 
And lay my breathless body at, her feet. 

"MAmyAnE, passing 'at a distance to her charhbery Mtron 
meets her. 

Mandane. Is this well done, my lord ? 
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Myron. Condemn me not 

Before you hear me : Let this posture tell you, 
Fm not so guilty as perhaps your fears. 
Your commendable, modest fears, suspect : 
Nay, do not go ; you know not what you do ; 
I wou'd receive a favour, not constrain it ; 
Return, or good Nicanor, best of fathers. 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 

Mandane And dare you then pronounce that sacred 
name. 
And yet persist ! Were you his mortal foe. 
What could your malice more ? 

Myron. O, fair Mandane ! 

I know my fault ; I know your virtue too ; 
But such the violence of my disorder. 
That I dare tempt e'en you : Methinks that guilt 
Has something lovely which proclaims your pow'r— 
But touch me with your hand, I die with bliss. 
Why swells your eye ? By heav'n, I'd rather see 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
I own Fm mad ; but I am mad of love : 
You can't condemn me more, than I myself ; 
In that we are agreed : Agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me ; resent, but yield ; 
For, O, I burn, I rave, I die, with love ! 

Mandane. OSir! 

Myron. Nay, do not weep so ; it .will kill me : 

This moment, while I speak> my eyes are darken'd ; 
I cannot see thee ; and my tremblmg limbs 
Refuse to bear their weight ; all left of life 
Is that I love : If love was in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine ; since not, you must comply* 
How godlike to bestow more heav'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I support, and Uve I 

Mandane. 0» how can you abuse your sacred reason^ 
That particle of heav'n, that soul of Jove, 
To varnish o'er, and paint, so black a crime ! 
O prince !— — 
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Myron. What says Mandane ? 

Mandane. Sir, observe me : 

My bursting sighs, and ever-streaming tears. 
Tour noble nature has with pity seen ; 
But would they not work deeper in your soul. 
Were you convinc'd my sorrows flow for you ? 
For you, my Lord, jhey flo^ 5 for I am safe 
(I know you are surprised :) They flow for you ; 
Myron, ray father^ s friend^ my prince^ my gtiest'^ 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peacej 
And need I further reason for these tears ? 
Nature afibrds no object of concern 
So great, as to behold a gen'rous mind 
Driv'n by a sudden gust, and dash'd on guilt*— 
lis base ; you ought not : *Tis impracticable , 
You cannot— Make neces^ty your choice ; 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt. 
Of fruitless baseness, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illustrious life has dearly bought. 
In toilsome marches, and in fields of blood* 
Enter Auletes, and servants. 

Auletes. My lord, your life's beset ; the room beneatH^ 
Is thronged with ruflians, which but wait the signal. 
To rush and sheathe their daggers in your heart. 

Myron. Betray'd I Curst sorceress ; it was a plot,* 
Concerted by them all, to take my life. 
And this the bait to tempt me ta the toil. 
She dies 

Auletes. No ; first enjoy, then murder heri— • 
Trust tc^my conduct, and you still are safe. 
They all are mask'd : I have my vizor too ; 
But time is short : for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for safety, fly to your apartment ; 

\To the princ^i 
You beat Mandane to her closet — You \To servantH 
Speed to the southern gate, and burst it open* 
22* 
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Idt tie servants seize Mandane, she gives the signal. 
She is borne, off. 

Enter Ramesbs and conspirators^ masked., 
Rameses. The villain fled ? Perdition intercept him I 
Disperse ; fly several ways ; let each man bear 
A steady pointy weU levelled at his heart z 
If he escapes us now, success attend him ; 
May he forever triumph ! 

jts they pass the stage in confusion^ AuLSTES erOers masVd 
among them. 

Auletes. H^ ! Why halt you I 

Pursue, pursue ; e'en now I saw the monstern 
The villain Myron^ with these eyes I saw himy . 
Bearing his priz^ swift to the westeni:gate : 
Th^re, there, it burst;. [A wise vnthotd^ 

JUL Away % pmroe ! 

AuUtes. IJFitbout.^ Tisdone; 

Advance the massy tov and all is ^afe ; 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the pass. 

JEnter Mt&om. 

Myrah. I ikaU at leset h^re time for vengeance^ oa 
her. 
Andth^Itarenotifldiew Barbarians I 
Their swords are pcMnted at my Ufe I ^Tis well ! 
But I will give them an excuse ior mwrdec $ 
Suph, such a cause — Ofi^ love, and soft compasuon ^ 
Harden -each sinew of my hesu-t to steel : 
ni do, what done will shock myself, and those * 
Whom time sets £arthest from this dreadftil hour. 
Enter Mamdane, Jbri^d in by Auletes. 
Mandam. By all the powers that can revenge a false- 
hood, 
Fm innocent from any thoughts of blood. 
Myron. Why then your champions.here in arms ? Tis 
false* 
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Mandane. Ah! let my life siiflfceyoti forthe'Wrong: 
You charge upon tne \ ' O Vny royal master 1 
My safety from all ill ! my great defender ! 
Or did my father •biit insult my tears. 
And give me to your care to suflfer wrong 5 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father; 
He loves us both, and my severe diistress 
Will scarce more deeply wound him than your guilts . 

[Myron walks passionately at a distance, 

Myron. Slaves, are you sworn against me ? Stop her 
voice. 
And bear her to my chamber* 

Mandane. ' O Sir ! O Myron ! 

Behold my tears— Here will I fix forever — 
ril clasp your feet, and grow into the earth— 

cut me, hew me — ^give to evVy limb 

A separate death— but spare my spotless virtue ;— 
But spare my fame— You wound to distant ages— 
And through all time my memory will bleed. 

Myron. \As servants force in Mandane.] Distraction ! 

All the pains of hell are on me ! 
Mandane. \^he is borne offr^O Memnon ! O my lord ! 
—my life ! where art thou ? 

[Myron expresses sudden passion and surprise : Stands 
awhile fix* d in astonishment ,• then speaks. 

Myron. As many accidents concur to work 
' My passions up to this unheard of crime. 
As if the g6ds designed it — be it then 
Their fault, not mine — ^Memnon ! Said she not Mem^ 

' hon f 
My heart began to stagger 5 but 'tis over— 
Heav'n blast Ae, if I thought it possible 

1 could be still more curst — ^That hated dog. 
Her lord, her life ! — ^I thank her for my cure 
Of all remorse and pity \ this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the loosen'd reins 
Qg my wild passioui to run iieadlong on^ 
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And in her rain quench z dooUe fire j 
The blended ra^e of vengeance and of love. 
Destruction full of transport I Lo, 1 1:00169 
Swift on the wingi to meet my certain doom ; 
I know the danger, and I know the shame ; 
But, like our Fhcenix, in so rich a flame 
I plunge triumphant my devoted head, 
Aad doat on death in that luxurious bed* 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 



Enter Myron in the utmost disorder^ bare headed^ without 
lights t^c. Walks disturbedly before he speaks* 

Myron. HENCEFORTH let no man tru^ the first 
false step 
Of guilt ; it hangs upon a precipice^ 
Whose steep descent in last perdition ends* 
How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 

Which I this evening fram'd !- But be it so : 

Consummate horror ! guilt beyond a name ! 
Dare not, my soul^ repent ; in thee repentance 
Were second guilt, and thou blasphem'st just heaven^ 
By hoping mercy. Ah ! my pain will cease 
When gods want powV to punish — Ha ! the dawn- 
Rise never more, O sun ! let night prevail % 
Eternal darkness close the world's wide scene> 
And hide me from Nicanor and myself I 
Who's there? [i5«/^Auletes* 

Auletes. My lord ? 

Myron. Auletes ? 

Auletes. Guard your lifet 

The house is rousM ; the servants all alarm'd ; 
The gilded tapers dart from room to room 1 
Solemn confusion, and a trembling haste, 
Mixt with pale horror, glares on ev'ry face ; 
The strengthened foe has rush'd upon your guards 
And cut their passage thro' them to the gate \ 
Implacable Rameses leads them on. 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 

Myron. Why, let them come ; let in the raging toereat t 
I wish the world would rise in arms against me I 
For I must die ; and I wocdd die ux states 
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Tie doors are hurst open. Servants pass tie stage in tumult : 
Rameses, iifc. pursue Myron's guards over the stage s 
then Rameses and Syphoces enter^ meeting. 

Rameses* Where is the Prince ? 

Syphoces. The monster stands at bay 5 

We can no more than shut him from escape^ 
Till further force arrive. 

Rameses. O my Syphoces ! 

Syphoces. This is a grief ; but not for words. 
Does she still live ? 

Rameses. She lives ! — but O how bless'd 

JVre they which are no more f By stealth I saw her ; 
Cast on the ground in mourning weeds she lies j 
Her torn and loosen'd tresses shade her round ; 
Thro* which her face, all pale, as she were dead. 
Gleams like a sickly moon ; too great her grief 
For words or tears ! but ever and anon. 
After a dreadful, still, insidious calm, , 
Collecting all iier breath, long, long suppressed. 
She sobs her soul out in a lengthened groan. 
So sad, it breaks the heswrt of all that hear. 
And sends her maids in agonies away. 

Syphoces. O tale, too mournful to be thought on ! 

Rameses. Hold ■ ■ 

No, let her virgins weep ; forbear, Syphoces ; 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge $ 
Despatch your lettto 5 TU go comfort her. 

[ji servant 'speaks aside' ta Rameses Eicit Syphoces. 
And has she then' commanded none approach her ? 
Fm sorry for it ,; but I cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it coverts 
All offer'd cure into a new disease : 
It shuns our love, and comfort gives her pain; 

ijf-^a/^ -Syphoces, 

Syphoca. Tour father i&iretum'd,s redu]!idant NUe^ 
Broke from its channel, oversweUsthe .p9S8,'. 
And sends him back to. wait Che waters falL 
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Rameses. And is he then returned ? — I tremble for hun* 
I see his white head Tolling in the dust : 
But haste \ it is our duty to receive him. EtiiU 

Enter Myron. 

Myron* I feel a pain of which I am not worthy i 
A pain, an anguish, which the honest man 
Alone deserves. — ^Is it not wond'rous strange. 
That I, who stabb'd the very heart of nature. 
Should have surviving aught of man about me l 
And yet I know not how, of gratitude 
And friendships still the stubborn sparks survive \ 
And poor Nicanor's totments pierce my soul. 
Confusion ! he's returned {starting^ 

Enter NiCANpR. 
Nicanor. \Advancingto embrace Mjrrofi.] 

My Prince 
Myron. [Jurning aside, and biding his face.'] 

My friend— 

Nicanor^ I interrupt you. Si r 

Myron » [^Smiting ins breast J] 

I had thee there : 
Before thQu cam'st, my thoughts were bent upon thee. 
Nicanor. O Sir, you are too kind ? 
Myron. lAside.'] Death 1 tortures I hell ! 

Nicanor. What says my Prince i 
Myron. A sudden psdn^ 

To which I'm subject, struck across my heart : * 
Tis past : I'm well again. 

Nicanor. Ueav'n guard your healUi ! 

Myron. Dost thou then wish it ? 
Nicanor. Am I then distrusted f 

Then, when I savM your life, I did the least 
I e'er wou'd do to serve you. 

Myron. Barbarous man ! 

Nicanor. What have I done, my Prince i which way 
offended ? 
Has not my life^ my souly been yours ? 
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Myron. Oh ! — oh !— 

Nicanor. [Tdfs him by the band.'] 

By heav'n, Fm wrong'd ! spesds:, and 111 clear myself* 

Myron. Fm poison and destruction ; curse thy gods ; 
FU kill thee in compassion.— O my brain ! 
Away, away, away ! \Shoves him from him, going* 

Nicanor. Do, kill me, Prince 

Tou shall not go ; I do demand the cause. 
Which has put forth, thy hand against thy father ! 
For, thus provok'd, I'll do myself the justice. 
To tell thee, youth, that I deserve that name ; 
Nor have thy parents lov*d thee more than L 

Myron. I hear them; they are on me — loose thy hold. 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breast. 

Nicanor. Your dagger's needless ! O uneratefiil boy ! 

Myron. [^Embrace,'] Forgive me, father! O my soul 
bleeds for thee ! 
£i4f h is going out, Auletes mtets him^ and speaks to him 

aside.] 
What, no escape ? on ev*ry side enclosed ? 
Then I resolve to perish by his hand ; 
'TIS just I shouM ; and meaner death I scorn : 
But how to work him to -my fate, to sting 
His passion up so high, will be a task 
To me severe $ as cUfficult as strange. 
' Support me, cruel heart ; it must be done. {Aside* 

Nicanor. Now, from my very soul, I cannot tell-*-. 
But 'tis enchantment all ; for things so strange 
Have happen'd ; I might well distrust my sense ; 
But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguish ; and, I must confess, 
Your-grief is just — It was inhuman in you— 
But tell the cause ; unravel, from the bottom. 
The mystery that has cmbroil'd our loves, 
(For still, my Prince, I love, since you repent :) 
What accident deprived me of my friend. 
And lost you to yotu'self i 

Myron. A traitor^s sight I 
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Nicanor. Beneath my roof ? 

Myron. Beneath thy very helmet : 

Thou art a traitor. Guard thyself. [^Draws^ 

Nicanor ' Distraction ! 

Traitor ! For standing by your father's throne 5 

And stemming the wild stream, that roars against it, 

Of rebel subjects, and of foreign foes ? 

For training thee to glory and to war ? 

For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 

A mortal child, and kindling in thy soul 

The noble ardours of a future god ? 

Farewel \ I dare not trust my temper more. 

Myron. Grey-headed, venerable, traitor ! 
Enter Rameses, 

Ramhes. Ha ! 

Turn, turn, blasphemer, and repress thy taunts j 
All provocation's needless, but thy sight. 

\^He assaults the Prince : Nicanor hinders him. 

Nicanor. Forbear, my son; 

Rameses. Forbear ? 

Nicanor. If I am calm> 

Your rage should cease- 

Rameses. No ; ^is my own revenge % 

Unless, Sir, you disown me for your son. 

Nicanor. Thy s^ord against thy prince ? 

Rameses. -A villain 1 

Nicanor. Hold ! 

Rameses. The worst of villains I 

Nicanor. 'Tis too'much. 

Rameses. O father 1 ' 

Nicanor. What woud'st thou ? 

Rameses. Sir, your daughter-— *- 

Nicanor* Rightly thought 5 

She best can comfort me in all my sorrow : 
Call, call Mandane : To behold my child 
Wou'd cheer me in the agonies of death : 
Call her, Rameses. — —-Am I disobey'd ? 

Vol. I. 23 
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Rameses. O Sir ! 

Nicanor. What mean those transports of concern ? 
Rameses. Though Vta an outcast from your love, I weep 
To open your black scene of misery. 

Nicanor. Where will this end ?— O my foreboding 

heart ! 
Rameses. Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting, 
Tou gave with streaming eyes, your soul's delight. 
While yet your last embrace was warm about him. 
Gloomy and dreadful as this stormy night, 
Rush on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All sweet and lovely as the blushing mom, . 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathless, pale. 
Prostrate in anguish, tearing up the earth. 

Imploring, shrieking, to the gods and you ' 

O hold my brain ! — ^Look there, and think the rest. 
Jhe bach scene cpens. A darkened chamber^ a bedy and the 
curtains drawn. Women pass out weepings isfc. NlCA- 
aoTL foils back on Rameses. 

Nicanor. Is't possible — ^my child ! ' my only daughter ! 
The growth of my own life ! that sweeten'd age 
And pain ! — O nature bleeds within me. 

Mandane. Weep not, my virgins ; cease your useless 
tears 5 
Kindness is thrown away upon despair. 
And but provokes the sorrow it would ease. 
Nicanor. Assist me forward. 

Mandane. , Most unwelcome news ! 

Is he return'd ? The gods support my father. 
I now begin to wish he lov'd me less. 

Nicanor. There, there, she pierc'd the tenderest nerve: 
She pities me, dear babe ; she pities me : 
Through all the raging tortures of her soul. 
She feels my pain ! but hold, my heart, to thank her ; 
Then burst at once, and let the pangs of death 
Put Myron from my thought. [Goes to her. 
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Mandane. Severest fate 

Has done its worst — I've drawn my father s tears. 

Nicanor. Forbear to call me by that tender name ; 
Since I can't help thee, I would fain forget 
Thou art a part of me — It ohly sharpens 
Those pangs, which, if a stranger, I should feel. — 
O spare me, my Mandane ! To behold thee 
In such excess of sorrow, quite destroys me, 
And I shall die, and leave thee, unreveng'd. 

Mandane, O Sir ! there are misfortunes most severe, 
"Which yet can bear the light, and, well sustain'd. 

Adorn the sufferer. But this affliction 

Has made despair a virtue, and demands 
Utler extinction, and eternal night, 
As height of happiness. [^Scene shuts on thenu 

Enter Syphoces. 

Rameses. O my Syphoces f 

Syphoces, And does this move you ? does this melt you 
down. 
And pour you out in sorrow ? Then fly far, 
Ere Memnon comes •, he comes with flushing cheek. 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away. 
And bless his fate : How dreadfully deceived I 
Rameses. The melancholy scene at length begins. 

Enter Memnon. 

Memnon. O give me leave to yield to nature. 

And indulge my joy 

My friend ! my brother ! O the ecstacy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart ! 
You love me not, if you refuse to join 
In all the just extravagance and flight 
Of boundless transport on this happy hour. 
Where is my soul, my bliss, my lovely bride ? 
Call, call her forth : O haste •, the priest expects us. 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. 

Rameses. [To Syphoces.] Speak to him : — ^Pr'ythee 
speak. 
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Syphoces. By heav'n I cannot. 

Memnon. What can this mean ? 

Rameses. Syphoces. 

Syphoces, Nay ; Rameses. 

Memnon. By all the gods, they struggle with their sor- 
rows. 
And swallow down their tears to hide them from me : 
By friendship's sacred name, I charge you, speak. 

[They look on him with the utmost concern^ and go out on. 
different sides oftl^e stage. 

Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, 
And all the horrors of a black surmise ! 
What woe is this, too big to be expressed ? 

my sad heart ! Why bod'st thou so severely ? 
Mandane's life's in danger ! There indeed ; 
Fortune, I fear thee still ; her beauties arm thee ; 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought ; 
13ut for my love, how I could laugh at fate 1 

Enter a servant^ and gives him a paper. He reads. 

Enter Raueses, Mejai^o"^ swoons, and faHs on "Ra* 

MESES. 

Rameses. 'Twere happy if his soul would ne'er return : 
The gods may'stil be merciful in this. 
His lips begin to rise. — How fares my friend ? 

Memnon, Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. > 

J^nter Syphoces. 

Syphoces* Fainting beneath th* oppression of her grief, 
This way Mandane seeks the fresher air : 
Let us withdraw j 'twill pain her to be seen. 
And most of all by you. 

Memnon, By my own heart 

1 judge, and am convlnc'd. — I dare not see her : 
The sight would strike me dead. 

[As Memnon is going, Mandane meets him : Both start 
kack ; She shrieks. Memnon recovers himself, and falls 
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at her ineesy embracing them : She tries to disengage : He 
not permittingy she raises him : He takes her passionately 
in his arms : They continue speechless and motionless for 
some time. 

Rameses, Was ever mournful interwiew like this ? 
See how they writhe with anguish ! hear them groan ! 
See the large silent dew run trickling clown. 
As from the weeping marble ; passion choaks 
Their words, and they're statues of despair ! 

Memngn. O my Maudane ! 

[^/ this she violently breaks from him^ and exit. 

But one moment more. 
As Memnon is following^ Rameses holds him, 

Rameses. Brother — 

Memnon. Forgive me.-— 

Rameses. You're to blame — 

Memnon. [^Pointing after her.'] Look there 

My heart is bursting* 

Rameses. With Revenge ? 

Memnon. And Love. 

Rameses. Revenge ! 

Memnon. One dear embrace ; 'twill edge my sword. 

Syphoces. No, Memnon 5 if our swords now want an 
edge, 
They'll want forever y to this spot I charm thee. 
By the dread words, Revenge and Liberty ! 
This is the crisis of our fates \ this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us j 
They watch to see us act like prudent men. 
And out of ills extract our happiness. 
My friends, these dire calamities, like poison, 
May have their wholesome use : This sad occasion^ . 
If manag'd artfully, revives our hopes j 
It gives Nicanor to our sinking faction. 
And still the tyrant shakes. 

Rameses. My father comes ; 

Or snatch this moment, or despair forever : 
^* 
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While passions glow, the heart, like heated steel. 
Takes each impression, and is work'd at pleasure. 

Enter Nicanor. 

Nicanor. Why have the gods chose out my weakest 
hours 
To set their terrors in array against me ? 
This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down so low. 
Vain man ! to be so fond of breathing long. 
And spinning out a thread of misery : 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil j 
The happiest man is but a wretched thing, 
That steals poor comfort from comparisons ; 
What then am I ? Here will I sit me down, 
Brood o'er my cares, and think myself to death. 
Draw near, Rameses ; I was rash ere while. 
And chid thee without cause — ^How many years 
Have I been cas'd in steel ? 

Rameses, Full threescore years 

Have chang'd the seasons o'er your crested brow. 
And seen your faulchion dy'd in hostile blood. 

Nicanor, How many triumphs since the king has reign'd ? 

Rameses. They number just your battles, one for one. 

Nicanor. True; Ihavefollow'd the rough trade of war 
With some success, and can without a blush 
Review the shaken fort, and sanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleasure, thirst aAd toil 
Blest objects of ambition. I remember 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 
When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I disdain'd the groan. 
Because I suffer'd for Busiris' sake. 

Rameses. The king is not to blame. 

Nicanor. Is not the prince his son ?. 

Rameses. But in himsel f 

Nicanor. [^Rising in passion."] 

And has he lost his guilt, 
*Cause he has injur'd me ? Erewhile thy blood 
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Was kindled at his name. — Didst thou riot tell me 
A shameful black design on poor Amelia ? 
O Memnon ! what a glorious race is this. 
To make the gods a party in our cause. 
And draw down blessings on us ! 

Memnon^ He that supports them 

In such black crimes, is sharer of their guih. 

Nicanor, Point out the man, and, with these wither'd 
hands, 
Fd fiy upon his throat, though he were log'd 
Within the circle of Busiris' arms, 

Rameses. He that prevents it not when in his power, 
Supports them in their course of flaming guih j 
And you are he. 

Nicanor. Thou rav'st. 

Syphoces. The army's yours : 

I've sounded every chief ^ but wave your finger. 
Thousands fall off the tyrant's side, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to destruction : 
But sweep his minions, cut a pander's throat. 
Or lop a sycophant, the work is done. 

Nicanor. [starting^] What would you have me do ? 

Memnon. Let not your heart 

Fly off from your own thought ; be truly great ; 
Resent your country's sufferings as your own : 
A generous soul is not confin'd at home, 
But spreads itself abroad o'er all the public, 
^nd. feels for every member of the land. 
What have we seen for twenty rolling years. 
Cut one long tract of blood ! or, what is worse. 
Thronged dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans % 
And free-born men oppressed ! Shall half mankind 
Be doom'd to curse the moment of their birth ? 
Shall all the mother's fondaess be employ'd 
To rear them up.to bondage, give them strength 
To bear afflictions, and support their chains ? 

Syjffhoces. ^Kneeling.'] To you the valiant youth most 
humbly bend. 
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And beg that nature's gift, the vigorous nerve. 
And graceful port design'd to bless the werld. 
And take your great example in the field. 
May not be forc'd by lewdness in high place, 
To other toils, to labour for disease. 
To wither in a loathed embrace, and die 
At an inglorious distance from the foe. 

Rameses. [^Kneeling.'] To you Amelia lifts her hands 

for safety. 
Memnon. [^Bursting into tears,'] To you — to you — 
Nicanor. By heav'n he cannot speak. — I understand 
thee : 
Rise — ^rise — my son : Rise all ; your work is done j 
They perish all ; these creatures of my sword. 
Have I not seen whole armies vaulted o'er 
With flying jav'lings, which shut out the day. 
And fell in rattling storms at my command,. 
To slay, and bury, proud Busiris' foe ? 
He lives and reigns ; iqt I have been his friend : 
But I'll unmake him,, and plough up the ground 
Where his proud palace stands. \_Exit* 

Memnon* O my Mandane ! 

The gods by dreadful means bestow success. 
And in their vengeance most severely bless : 
From thy bright streaming eyes our triumphs fiow^ 
The tyrant falls, Mandane strikes the blow : 
So the fair moon, when seas swell high and pour 
A wasteful deluge on the trembling shore. 
Inspires the tumult from her clouded throne, *! 

Where silent, pensive, pale, she sits alone, > 

And all the distant ruin is her own. \ 
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SCENE I. 

The Field. 
Enter BusiRis and Auletes. An alarm at a distance, 

Busiris. WELCOME the voice of war ! Tho' loud 
the sound, 
It faintly speaks the language of my heart ; 
It whispers what I mean. But say, Auletes, 
What urge these forlorn rebels in excuse -. 

For choosing ruin ? M 

Auletes. Various their complaints : 

But some are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Presses whole millions with incessant toil * 

(Toils fitter far for beasts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at, 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 

Busiris. Do they not build for me ? Let^that reward 
them. 
Yes, I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at. 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whose pains and art reformed the puzzled year,. 
Thus drawing down the sun to human use. 
And making him their servant ? Who push'd off 
With mountain dams the broad redundant Nile^ 
Descended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A stranger stream in unaccustomed shores ? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 
But virtues are forgot. — Away — ^To arms ! 
I call to mind my glorious ancestry, 
Which, for teathousand rolling years renown^. 
Shines up into eternity itself. 
And ends among the gods. {,An alarum. 

Enter Memnon. 

Auletes. The rebel braves us. 
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Busiris. Hold ! let our weapons thirst one moment 
longer ; 
And death stand still 'till he receives my nod. — 
Whom meet I in the midst of my own realm. 
With bold defiance on his brow ? 

Memnon. The slave. 

Whom dread Busiris lately laid in chains j 
An emblem of his country. 

Busiris. Is it thus 

You thank my royal bounty ? 

Memnon. Thus you thank'd 

The good Artaxes s thus you thank'd my father. 

Busiris. What I have done, conclude most right and 
just -, 
For I have done it ; and the go Js alone 
Shall ask me Why : Thou liv'st, altho' they fell ; 
And, if they fell unjustly, greater thanks 
Are due from Thee, whom e'en injustice spar'd. 

Memnon. Thy kindnesses are wrongs 5 they mean to 
soothe 
My injur'd soul, and steal it from revenge. 

Busiris. Turn back thine ey€ ; behold thy troops are 
thin, 
Thy men are rarely sprinkled o'er the field, 
And yet thou carriest millions on thy tongue. 

Memnon. All thy blood-thirsty sword has laid in dust 
Are on my side 5 they come in bloody swarms. 
And throng my banners : Thy unequaFd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory — 

Busiris. Ha ! 

Memnon. Nay, stamp not, tyrant j I can stamp as loud. 
And raise as many daemons at the sound. 

Busiris* I wear a diadem. 

Memnon. And I a sword. 

Busiris. Yet, yet submit, I give thee life. 

Memnon. Secure your own : 

No more, Busiris ; bid the sun farewel. 

Busiris* Busiris and the sun should set together : 
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If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 

Know thou, I fall like some vast pyramid ; 

I }>ury thousands in my great destruction, 

And thou the first. — Slave ! in the front of battle ; 

There thou shalt find me. 

Memnon, Thou shalt find me there. 

And have well paid the gratitude I owe. \Exeunt. 

A continued alarum* 
Enter Myron and Nicanor, meeting. 
Nicanor. Does not mine eyes strike terror through 
thy soul, 
And shake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 
Base boy ! the foulness of thy guilt secures thee 
From my reproach ; I dare not name thy crime. 

Myron* Old man, didst thou stand up in thy own cause, 
I then should be afraid of fourscore years. 
And tremble at grey hairs 5 but since thy frenzy 
Has lent those venerable locks to cast 
A gloss of -virtue on the blackest crime, 
Accurst rebellion ! tfiis gives back my heart, 
With all its rage, and Fm a man again. 

Nicanor. Come on, and use that force of arms I 
taught thee : 
rU'now resume the lite I gave so late. 

Myron, I grieve thou hast but half a life to lose. 
And dost defraud my vengeance — At my touchy 
Thou moulder'st into dust, and art forgotten : 

{Preparing to fight y Myron stops short. 
Ah, no, I cannot fight with thee ; begone. 
And shake elsewhere ; thou canst want a death 
In such a field, though I refuse it to thee : 
Rameses, Memnon, give them to my sword, 
Sustain'd by thousands ; but to fly from thee. 
From thee, most injur'd man, shall be my praise. 
And rise above the conquest of my foes. 

Nicanor. 'Tis not old age, th' avenging gods pursue 

thee! 
{He retires before Nicanor off the stage. A loud alarum* 
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Enter BusiRis and Auletes, in pursuit. 

Busiris. 'Tis well ; I like this madness of the field : 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a waste of death, 
Inform the world, Busiris is in arms : 
But then I grudge the glory of my sword 
To slaves and rebels j while they die by me. 
They cheat my vengeance, and survive in fame* 

AuletesJ I panted after in the paths of death. 
And could not but from far beliold your plume 
Overshadow slaughtered heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a distinguished terror through the field. 
The distant legions trembling as it blaz'd* 

Busiris. Think not a crown alone lights up my name > 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Isis ! 
That whilst Busiris treads the sanguine field. 
The foremost spirit of his host should conquer 
But by example, and beneath the shade. 
Of this high brandish'd arm. .Did'st thou e'er fear ? 
Sure 'tis an art 5 I know not how to fear ; 
*Tb one of the few things beyond my power 5 
And if death must be fear'd before 'tis felt. 
Thy master is immortal, O Auletes. — 
But while I speak, they live ! 

Where fall the sounding cataracts of Nile^ 

The mountains tremble, and the waters boil ; 

Like them, I'll rush : like them my fury pour. 

And give the fiiture world (me wonder more. 

{Exeunt^ 

Enter Mtron, engaged with a party : His plume is smitten 
cff : He drives the foe ^ and returns. 

Myron. When death's so near, but .dares not venture 
op us, 
Tis heaven's regard, a kind of salutation. 
Which to ourselves our own importance shews : — 
Faint as I am, and almost sick of blood. 
There is one cordial would revive me still ; 
The sight of Memnon •, place that fiend before me — 

\JixiU 
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EnUir Memnon. 

Memmn, Wliere, where's the prince ? O give him 
to my sword ! 
His tall white plume, which, like a high wrought foam. 
Floated on the tempestuous stream of sight, 
Shew'd where he swept the field ; I follow'd swift, 
But my approach has turn'd him into air.— [^/i/?r Myron. 
The fight but now begins ! 

Myron, Why, who art thou ? 

Memnon. Prince, I am — 

Myron. [^Disdainfully, '^ Memnon ! 

Memnon. No — Fm Mandane. 

Myron. Ha \ 

Memnon. [Striking his own head and breast C\ She's here, 
she's here, she's all : Her wrongs and virtues ! 
Virtues and wrongs ! Thou worse than murderer ! 

Myron. I charge thee name her not ; forbear the croak 
With that iU-omen'd note. 

Memnon. Mandane! 

Myron. Be it so. 

When I reflect on her mean love for thee, 
And plot against my life, my pain is less. 

Memmn. 'Tis false ; she meant, she knew it not ; 
Rameses, 
He, only he, was conscious of the thought. 

Myron. Then Fm a wretch indeed ! 

Memnon. As such Fll use thee : 

ril crush thee like some poison on the earth ; 
Then haste and cleanse me in the blood of men. 

Myron. I thank thee, for this spirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe I need not blush to meet : 
Now, from my soul, it joys me thou art found 5 
And found alive : By heav'n, so much I hate thee, 
I fear'd that thou wast dead, and hadst escap'd me : 
ril drench my sword in thy detested blood, 
Or soon make thee immortal by my own» 
Vilian ! 

Memnon. Mvron ! 

Vol.1. ' 24 
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Myron. Rebel ! 

Memnon. Myron \ [Theyfghi. 

Myren. HeU! 

Memnon. Mandane ! 

Myron. \_Falls.'] Just the blow, and juster still. 
Because embitter'd to me by that hand 
I most detest^ which gives my soul an earnest 
Of vast unfathomable woes to come ; 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love. 
I leave the world my misery's example > 
If us'd aright, no trivial legacy. [D/V/. 

Enter Syphoces. 

Syphoces. My lord, I bring you most unwelcome news : 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field. 
In hope to see her injuries reveng'd. 
Thoughtless of any sufferings but the past, 
A party of the foe saw, seiz'd, and bore her off. 

Memnon. Vengeance and conquest now are trivial 
things ; 
Love made their prize. 'Tis impious in my soul 
To entertain a thought but of her rescue : 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickest war. 
As some bold diver, from a precipice 
Into mid ocean > to regain a gem 
Whose loss impoversh'd kings ; to bring it back. 
Or see the day no more* {^Exeunt. 

Enter Mandane prisoner, 

Mandane. A gen'rous foe will hear his captive speak $ 

A benefit thus, kneeling, I implore : 

Let one of all those swords that glitter round me. 
Vouchsafe to hide its point within my breast. 

Enter Memnon. 

Memnon. Ah villians ! cursed Atheists ! Can you bear 
That posture from that form ? What, what are numbers. 
When I behold those eyes ! Not mine the glory. 
That singly thus I quell a host of foes, 
inhuman robbers ! O^bring back my soul ! 
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{They force her off. He rushes in upon them^ and is takend 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can lose 
Their lives but once — But, oh ! a thousand times 
Be torn from what they love. 
^ Enter Rameses. 

Rameses. Far have I waded in the bloody field, j 
Laboriousthrough the stubborn ranks of war. 
And traced thee in a labyrinth of death ; 
But thus to find thee ! — Better find thee dead ! 
These slaves will use thee ill. 

Memnon, Of that no more :. 

Myron is dead, and by this arm* 

Rameses. I thank thee t 

All my few spirits left exult with joy ; 
1 11 chase and scourge him through the lower world. 

Mentnon, Alas, thou bleed's t ! 

Rameses. Curse on the tyrant's sword v 

I bleed to death : But could not leave the world 
Without a last embrace. Just now I met 
The poor Mandane. 

Memnon. Quickly speak. What said she ? 

Rameses Nothing of comfort \ cease to ask me farther : 
If you meet more, your meeting will be sad. — - 
Your arm ! I faint. — Ah ! what is human life ? 
How, like the dial's tardy-moving shade. 
Day after day slides from us unpreceiv'd ! 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth ; 
Too subtle is the movement to be seen ; 
Yet soon the hour is up^-and we are gone. 
Farewel : I pity thee. [Z);V/. 

Memnon. Farewel, brave friend ! 

Would I could bear thee company to rest ; 
But life in all its terrors stands before me. 
And shuts the gates of peace against my wishes.' — 
Do I not hear a peal of distant thunder ? 
And see, a sudden darkness shuts the day. 
And quite blots out the sun ! — But what to me 
The colour of the sky ?. A death-cold dew 
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Hangs on my brow, and all my slacken'd joints 

Are shook without a cause.— A groan ! From whence ? 

Again ! And no one near me ? Vain delusion !— « 

I fear not vain ! I fear some ill is towVds me, 

More dreadful sure than all that's past. — Mandane P 

I hop'd she was at peace, and past the reach 

Of this ill news ; but such my wayward fate, 

I cannot ask a curse, but 'tis deny'd me : 

And could I wish I ne*er could see her more ? 

Enter Mandane, guarded. 

Mandane. This is my brother : A short privacy 
Is a small favour you may grant a foe. 

Guard. Let it be short ; we may not wait your leis- 
ure. 

Memnon. 'Tis wond'rous strange ; there's something 
holds me from her, 
And keeps this foot fast rooted to the ground. 
This is the last time I shall ever pray. {KnerUng, 

To me, ye gods, confine your threaten'd vengeance, 
And I will bless your mercies while I suffer ! 

[Memnon and Mandane advance slowly, 
to the front of the stage. 

Mandane. What didst thou pray for ? 

Memnon. For thy peace. 

Mandane. 'Twas kind. 

But oh ! those hands in bonds deny the blessing. 
For which they earnestly were rais'd to heav'n — 

Memnon, 1 fear so too : What we liave yet to do 
Must be soon done : This meeting is our last. 
How shall we use it ? 

Mandane. How ! Consult thy chains. 

And my calamities. 

Memnon. Sad counsellors. 

And cruel their advice — Are there no other ? 

Mandane, I look around — and find no glimpse of hope j 
A perfect night of horror and despair. 

Memnon. Of horror and despair indeed, Mandane : 
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Canst thou believe me ? Nay can I believe 

Myself ? The last thing that I wish'd for was — ^'Tis false ! 

The weight of my misfortunes hurts my mind. -^ 

Mandane. Was what ? 

Memnon. I dare not think ; to think is to look down 
A precipice ten thousand fathoms deep, 
That turns my brain ! — Oh ! Oh ! 

Mandane. Memnon, no more : 
That silence and those, tears, need no explaining j 
And it is kind, with such severe reluctance, 
To think upon my death — though necessary. 

Memnon, Ah hold ! You plant a thousand daggers 
here : 
Talk not. of dying — I disown the thought ;•. . 
Right is not right, and reason is not reason 5^ 
All is distraction, when I look on thee. 
Osall ye pitying gods ! dash out from nature 
Your stars, your sun, but let Mandane live. 

Mandane. No^ death long since was my confirmed 
resolve. 

Memnon. Myron is dead. 

Mandane, What joy a heart like mine 

Can feel, it feels Had he been never born, 

I might have liv'd — ^tis now impossible. 

Memnon* This even to my miseries I owe. 
That it discovers greater virtues still. 

In her my soul adores. O my Mandane ! 

O glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peace — 

• [Memnon tualks thoughtfully ^ then returns. 
Must I survive, and change thy tenderness 
For a stern master, and perpetual chains ? 
Long I may groan on earth to sate their malice. 
Then through slow torments linger into death, , 
No steel to stab, no wall to dash my brain ! 

Mandane. Ha ! 

Memnon. Why thus fix't in thought? What- 

mighty birth 
Is laboring in your soul ? Your eyes speak wonders-^ 
24* 
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Mandane, Will not the blood-hounds be content with 

life? 
Memnon. Alas, Mandane ! No ; they study nature, 
To find out all her secret seats of pain, 
And carry killing to a dreadful art : 
A simple death in Egypt is for friends. 

Mandane. O then it must be so ! — and yet it cannot ! 
Memnon. What means this sudden paleness ? 
Mandane. \,fi^^^^g *^ her hosom^ she swoons* 

Heav'n assist me ! 
Memnon. My love ! Mandane I hear me, my espous'd ! 
My dearest heart ! the infant of my bosom ! 
Whom I would foster with my vital blood. 

Mandane* {shews a dagger* 

Tis well ; and in return, I give thee — This. 

Memnon, Millions of thanks, thou refuge in de^>air. 
Mandane* Terrible kindness ! Horrid mercy ! Oh ! 
I cannot give it thee. 

Memnon* Full well I know 

Thy tender soul, and I must force it from thee. 

{As be is struggling with her for the dagger^ she speaks, 
Mandane. My lord ! my soul ! myself I you tear my 
heart: 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? 
Dost thou not circulate through all my veins ; 
Mingle with life, and form my very soul I 

Memnon, Now, monsters, I defy you : Fate forbids 
A long farewel : My guard may interpose. 
And make your favor vain — Thus, only thus. {Embrace* 
And now — {Going to stair himself* 

Mandane. {holds his arm."] Ah no ! since -last I saw 
thee, thrice I rais'd 
My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fall. — 
If you refuse compassion to my sex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. 
As I a poniard, you supply an arm, 
And I shall still be happy in your love. 
{After a pause of astonishment ^ be sinks gently on the iarthC\ 
Memnon. From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung'd,. 
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And find in deepest anguish deeper still : 

I can't complain in common with mankind 

But am a wretched species all alone : 

Must I not only lose thee, but be curs'd 

To sprinkle my own hands with thy life's blood ? 

Mandane. It cannot be avoided. 

Memnon. Nor perfonn*di 

Lift up my hand against thee as a foe ! 
I who should save thee from thy very father, 
And teach thy dearest friends to use thee well, 
Make kindness kind, and soften all their smiles ? 
O, my Mandane \ think how I have lov'd ! 
O, my Mandane ! think upon thy pow'r ! 
How often hast thou seen me pale with joy. 
And trembling at a smile ? And shall I- ' 

Mandane. Myron ! 

\^At that Memnon itarts up suddenly. 

Memmn. Ah hold ! I charge thee hold ! One glance- 
that way 
Awakes my hell, and Uows up all its flames t i '■ 
The worid turns round ; my heart is sick to death ! 
O my distraction ! perfect loss of thought ! 

Mandane. Why stand you like a statue ? Are you. 
dead ? 
What do you fold so fast within your arms ? 
Why, with fix'd. eye- balls, do you pierce the ground ? 
Why shift your place, as if you trod on fire ? 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan so dreadfully ? 
My lord, if I have spent whole live-long nights 
In tears, and sigh'd away the day in private^ 
Only oppressed with an excess of love, 
O turn, and speak to me. 

Memmn. And these, no doubt, 

Are argumente that I should draw thy blood.— 
No child was ever luU'd upon the breast 
With half that tenderness has melted from thee. 
And fell like balm upon my wounded soul ! 
And shall I murder theei Yes, thus — thus — thus.— 

{Emiracing some time 
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Mandane. Alas ! my lord forgets we are to die* 

[Memnon gazes with wonder on the dagger. 

Memnon. By heav'n I had ; my soul had took her flight 
In bliss — Why, is not this our bridal day ? 

Mandane. That way distraction lies. 

Memnon, Indeed it does. 

Both. Oh ! Oh ! 

Mundane. Thy sighs and groans are sharper than thy 
steel. 
The guard is on us. 

Memnon, Then it must be done. 

Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. 
Though blood start out for tears, 'tis done — But one. 
One last embrace. [^As he embraces her^ she bursts into tears • 
Let me not see a tear — I could as sooa 
Stab at the face of heav'n, as kill thee weeping. 

Mandane» '^fis past ; I am composed. 

Memnon. And now — and now. 

Mandane, Be not so fearful ; ^tis the second blow 
Will pain my heart — indeed thi^rwill not hurt me. 

Memnon. O thou hast stung my soul quite through 
and through. 
With those kind words : I had just steePd my breast, 

[^Dashing down the dagger* 
And thou undo'st it all I could not bear 
To raze thy skin to save the world from ruin. 

Mandane, [Stabs herself.'] If you're a womaOj Fll bfe 
something more. — 
I shall not taste of heav'n till you arrive. [Dies. 

Memnon. Struck home — and in her heart — She's dead 
already j 
And now with me all nature is expir'd. 
My lovely bride, now we again are happy, [Stabs himself . 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r. — 
Now ev'ry splendid object of ambition, 
Which lately, with their various glosses, play'd 
Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle heartj 
Are taken from me by a little mist, 
And all the world i% vanish'd. VOies 
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A march sounded. Enter Nicanor and Syphoces, victo^ 

rious. 

TheguardSf whicb are advancing to the bodies jfy> 

Nicanor. The day's our own ; the Persian's angry 
pow'rs 
Have well repaid this morning insolence, 
And turned the desperate fortune of the field, 
By sure, though late, relief. 

Syphoces. Nicanor, friend, 

I from the city bring you welcome news : 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I spread amongst the multicude ; while yet 
1" heir blood was warm with reading the black scroll, 
Myris, to view the fortune of the fight, 
I^eaving her palace for the western towV, 
Was seiz'd, torn, scattered, on the guilty spot. 
Where her great brother fell. 

Nicanor. The gods are just. 

Syphoces. See where Busiris comes ; your royal captive. 
In his misfortune great \ an awful ruin ! 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! 

Nicanor. [^Advancing^ sees the bodies,!^ Sad sight ! 
A sight that teaches triumph how to mourn. 
And more than justifies these streaming tears. 
Even on the moment that my country's sav'd 
From sore oppression, and inglorious chains. 

[^He falls on his attendants. 

A great shout. Enter Busiris wounded. 
Busiris. Conquer'd ? 'Tis false; I am your master still \ 
Your master, though in bonds : You stand aghast 
At your good fate, and, trembling, can't enjoy. 
Now, from my soul, I hug these welcome chains 
Which shew you all Busiris, and declare 
Crowns and success superfluous to my fame.— — 
You think this streaming blood will lower my thought \ 
No, ye mistaken men, I smile at death j 
For living here, is living all alone *, 
To me a real solitude, amid 
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A throng of little beings groveling round me ; 

Which yet usurp one common shape and name. 

I thank these wounds, these raging pains, which promise 

An interview with equals soon elsewhere. 
. [^He sees Memnon.] 

Ha ! dead ? Tis well ; He rose not to my sword ^ 

I only wish'd his fate, and there he lies . 

Some, when they die, die all ; their mould'ring clay 

Is but an emblem of their memories ; 

The space quite closes up through which they pass'd : 

That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 

Shall pluck the shining age from vulgar time, 

And give it whole to late posterity : 

My name is writ in mighty characters. 

Triumphant columns, and eternal domesj 

Whose splendor heighten our Egyptian day, 

Whose strength shall laugh at time, till their great basis. 

Old earth itself, shall fall : In after ages, 

Who war or build, shall build or war from me ; 

Grow great in each as my example fires : 

Tis I of art the future wonders raise ; 

I fight the future battles of the world. 

Great Jove, I come ! Egypt, thou art forsaken ; [_Sinls. 

Asia's impoverished by my sinking glories ; 

And the world lessens, when Busiris falls. [^Dies. 

Syphoces. Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid \ 

And for what use soe'er it was design'd 

By that high-minded, but mistaken, man. 

There let him lie magnificent in death ; 

Great was his life, great be his monument ; 

And on Busiris* nephew, young Arsaces, 

Of gentler spirit, let the crown devolve. 

From this day's vengeance, let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtiest monarch's low \ 
And they, who, kindled with ambitious fire. 
In arts and arms with most success aspire, 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom. 
Grasp at their fate, and build themselves a tomb» 
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EPILOGUE, 

BY A FRIEND. 

TO BE SPOKEN BY THE PERSON WHO PERSONATES THE 
CHARACTER OF MANDANE. 



THE race of critic's, dull, judicious rogues. 

To mournful plays deny brisk Epilogues : 

Each gentle swain, and tender nymph, say they. 

From a sad tale should go in tears away \ 

From hence quite home should streams of sorrow shed. 

And, drown'd in grief, steal su'pperless to bed. 

This doctrine is so grave the sparks wont bear it ; 
They love to go in humour to their claret. 
The Cit, who owns a little fim worth buying, ^ 
Holds half a crown too much to pay for crying : 
Besides, who knows, without these healing arts. 
But Love might turn your heads, and break your hearts; 
And the poor Author, by imagin'd woes, 
Might people Beth' Urn with our Belles and Beaux ? 

Hence I, who lately bid adieu to pleasure, 
Robb'd of my spouse, and my dear virgin treasure ; 
I, whom you saw, despairing, breathe my last. 
Am free and easy, as if nought had past ; 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan. 
And fear no more that dreadful creature, Man, 
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— But whence does this malicious mirth begin ? 
I know, ye beasts, ye reckon it no sin. 

Tis strange that crimes the same, in diflPrent plays, 
Should move our horror, and our laughter raise. 
Love's Jove secure the comic actor tries 5 
But, if he's wicked, in blank verse he dies. 
The farce, where wives prove frail, still makes the best ; 
And the poor cuckold is a standing jest : 
But our brave bard, a virtuous son of Lis^ 
Qounts a bold stroke in Love among the vices ; 
In blood and wounds a guilty land he dips ye, 
And wastes an eitipire for one ravish'd gipsy. 

What musty morals filj an Oxford head, 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred ! 
There each stiff Don at gallantry exclaims, . 
And calk fine men aiKl ladies filthy name^ ; 
They tell you Rakes and Jilts corrupt a nation ; 
—Such is the prejudice of education ! 

ToU) who know better things, will sure approve 
These scenes, that show the boundless power of Love, 
Leti when they will, th' Italian things appear. 
This play, w^ trust, shall throng an audience here. 
Bold Mtkon's passion, up to phrenzy wrought. 
Would ill be warbled through an Eunuch's throat : 
His parti at least, his part requires a Man \ 
Let Nkolani'zct it, if he can. 

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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